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FoREWORD

Unless one is irrevocably committed to the joys of the
Big Apple style of living, the stories and pictures in this
little book are bound to warm the heart. The vignettes
submitted by so many loving friends of Winter Park go a
long way towards broadening knowledge of our earlier
days, and greater appredation of our present-day "City of
Homes."
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"Tales of Winter Park" was not intended to be, first and
foremost, an historical document - but of course it is
chock-a-block with "history". For those whose appetites
have been whetted, further delving into the files of the
Winter Park Historical Association, the Winter Park Library,
Rollins College, and the Orange County Historical Society
will result in guaranteed pleasure and edification. Thanks
to, and specific and grateful acknowledgement of help
from these four friendly neighbors, and from others,
especially for pictures.
Many thanks to Virginia Pitcher, who, under the aegis of
Morse Gallery, spearheaded the oral interviews. Thanks
also to Marge Muller and Keith McKean for their help in
this area. Many thanks to Ray Trovillion, senior citizen
emeritus, whose enthusiasm and support were so helpful
in getting the show on the road.
Special thanks to Robert Cowart, whose exceptional
generosity led to the printing of this book by the Rollins
Press.
iii

Thanks to Nelson and Jane Glass for their partnership
in reviewing the proofs and assembling pictures. If any
errors in editing are discovered herein, (remote as that
possibility may be), they are attributable to and are hereby
assumed by the undersigned, who, in self-defense, tried to
retain the flavor of each contributor's own style. And
loving thanks to my bride of some considerable number of,
years, Peggy, whose elastic band of tolerance evident in
the collection of the stories and selection of pictures,
although stretched to its limit, never snapped.

TABLE OF CoNTENTS

All proceeds from the sale of the book will be turned
over to the City of Winter Park, to help pay for costs of our
Centennial Celebration, 27 March - 3 April, 1982.
Finally, heartfelt thanks to those who found time to
write their recollections and anecdotes having to do with
Winter Park. The order in which the contributions appear
is in accordance with a scientific, patented process of mine
- "random assembly". The stories are just great. They
tend to make one who lives in Winter Park even more
appreciative of that blessing, if that's possible!
Hope Strong, Jr.
1 March 1982
Winter Park, FL.
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SENIOR CITIZEN EMERITUS

By Ray Trovillion
(From a talk given to the Winter Park Historical
Association, 1979.)
I will now touch on a few personal experiences. Let me
say that no town ever had stricter rules and laws for
Sunday behavior. I was a newcomer, so for Sunday
excitement, I would go to the station to watch the
passenger train come in from the north. To kill time, the
station agent, his brother, Joe McKnight, and I were
pitching horseshoes on the railroad right-of-way. Up rides
our little 5 ft. 6 in.-town Marshal on his big bay horse to tell
us we were all "under arrest" and "you appear at Mayor's
Court on Monday." Girard Denning, a newly made friend,
had just been elected mayor, our youngest ever, at age 23.
He and the councilmen, among them M. M. Smith and
Doc Jernigan investigated Mr. Self, the marshal, and
found he had been drinking too much of his homemade
orange wine. Charges were brought against him and he
was fired.
WeU, it was tough those days, no fishing, no golf on
Sunday. To tell you how strict they were at Rollins, the
famous Rex Beach (a student there) was suspended from
college, for sailing on Sunday. He left college and joined
the gold rush in Alaska. He became famous as a novelist
and made his fortune. Dr. Holt, the new President of
Rollins wooed him back to become President of the
Alumni in 1926, and he left $100,000 to Rollins. His and
his wife's ashes are interred near the Alumni House.
1

Now as to automobiles in 1908. There were only 4
autos in town; a one-lung Cadillac with a rumble seat was
.owned by Wm. Chase Temple. Another car just like it was
owned by Mr. Tousey, who was the grandfather of our
own Bill Tousey and a curved dash Merry Oldsmobile
owned by City Clerk Dee Batchelor. My dad call Dee's car
"chicken caller"; as it rolled down the street it went:
"chick, chick, chick". The fourth car was a StoddardDayton owned by M.M. Smith, the father of Stella Rose
and Louise Lettice. I must tell you about Mr. Michael M.
Smith. Our first rented home, as I used to say, was in his
back yard and their home was in the notable "Pansy"
home, just north of the Episcopal Church. Mr. Smith was
president of a bank in Orlando and one also in Sanford.
While he was having our car worked on at the Buick
agency in Orlando, he borrowed a sporty white Buick
from the Buick dealer. This car had a mother-in-law seat in
the rear and no doors of any sort; only a 6 inch panel on
each side in the rear. Of course, he was kidding me - a 1 7
year old - when he asked me to be his body guard; when
he put 3 bags of money in the rear to take to his Sanford
Bank. We were doing right well until we were near there,
and ahead on this narrow sand and clay road was a black
couple in a one mule buckboard. Mr. Smith honked his
horn 3 or 4 times. They hurried to pull over at an angle to
let us by, but three long fishing poles sticking out of the
wagon blocked us from passing, so there was nothing else
to do but take to the palmettos and rough. Mr. Smith
hollered to me "Hang on Ray". After a bucking-jumping
ride, we got to the bank, but we had lost 2 bags of money.
We hurried back and found the 2 bags in the palmettos.
And what a great sigh of relief. Mr. Smith later was the first
Chairman of Florida's State Road Board, under Gov. Park
Trammel.

most of the driving. Once I was driving him to Maitland
and the engine began to skip and buck badly. He said
"Ray, what is the matter with it", I told him one of the
cylinders was missing. Dad said, "why don't you stop and
let us go back and find it". I might add, that father was born
about 50 years too soon. In his day, he delivered many
. babies at a fee of $12 to $15. (Enuf Ced) Del Mason,
Rollins' noted baseball coach, built Winter Park's first
garage on the site of the old Winter Park Hotel, just north
of the Trovillion Drug Store where Mr. Morse had torn
down the old deserted hotel to build 2 houses about
where the New England Building is now. One of these
homes was moved to 730 Minnesota Ave., home of Mrs.
Gay Gandee.
The speed limit in Winter Park was 15 miles per hour
and you blew your bulb horn at every corner or be fined
for reckless driving.

My father could not find a decent horse to get around to
his medical practice, so he ended up buying a 2 cylinder
REO (an Olds car) from George Dolive's father, with chain
drive. He was always getting stuck in the sand roads. I did

My first game of golf was played with three young men
of fine character, Artie and Walter Schultz and Girard
Denning, who served as mayor, councilman and Denning
was postmaster under democrat presidents. We started
the first hole just north of the present Womans Club, then
west to Park Ave., 2nd hole where the present City Hall is;
to Ahik's livery stable, then south to Fairbanks Ave., then
to Lake Virginia back thru Rollins west campus across
Sandspur ball field north to Comstock, east to Interlachen.
Artie Schultz was quite a "fellow", a man who never got
past the 10th grade (our school did not have 11th and
12th grade) but Artie was one of Rollins' smartest trustees.
Asking questions was his secret. The first pilot to land in
our town was Johnny Johnson, in his bi-plane from
Carlstrom Field, Florida and he landed on No. Two
fairway just north of the present University Club. Artie
Schultz persuaded Lt. Johnson to give him a ride and
what an acrobatic flight it was! I saw him "barrel roll" just
above Park Ave., and Artie said "If I get down alive,
NEVER AGAIN".
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Before closing, I would like to mention several pioneer
citizens. There was Wm. C. Comstock. He and his wife had
much to do with building the first library. His home, where
Flora and John Twachtman now live, is the oldest in our
city. Mr. Lyman gave Lyman Gym at Rollins. I played for
Rollins dances in this all purpose building. Then there was
Francis Bangs Knowles, who Dr. Blackman says in his
History of Orange County, "was the greatest benefactor in
the early days." He built the big Seminole Hotel, also the
first public school, known as the Knowles School. He and
his daughters gave three buildings to Rollins, including the
lovely Knowles Chapel. Others were Dr. Miller A. Henkel
and J.S. Capen. Other benefactors were Archibald Bush,
who saw that we had a new hospital and gave the fine
Science Hall at Rollins. A man, hardly known here, gave a
million dollars to our hospital; he was Albert Thornton.
And now I wish to pay tribute to our late Raymond W.
Greene. He was the founder of our Historical Association;
he served two terms as Mayor and while serving, obtained
the 40 acre Lake Island Estates for a park, and much of the
land from the defunct Aloma Golf course for the city. He
got the state buildings here. We owe him a big vote of
thanks.

With the coming of Dr. Hamilton Holt in 1925, as
President of Rollins, the college and town took on a new
life and much growth. And now we could not build a fence
high enough to keep out new citizens from coming here to
enjoy the finer things that we old timers had to enjoy. I
must admit that I liked the town when it was smaller and a
bit more neighborly.
'c·

a-•;nsc f'nr-h.. \
\\ Inter P11rh. f, ~ ...

Trovillion's Drug Store, Park Ave. , 1912 (Now Taylor's Pharmacy)

So uth Flo rida Railroad Depot, 1890. (First building in Winter Park,
18 82)

Pansy Cottage (also Peschman Inn, N. E. Corner, Lyman and
Interlachen)
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always had lunch with him and Mrs. Coleman. A nice ·
memory of nice people.

w MANY WoRDS PER M1Nu

By Gail DeForest Harris

I moved to Maitland in '37. It was so small the saying
was "the sun sets between you and town". Autrey
Thompson and I rode the public bus, or once in a while got
the car to go to school. Her mother, Belle, had the
Bookery on the corner of New England and Park (Barnett
is there now) and it was a stopping place after school as
was Taylor's and Edwards' Rexall, Doc O'Briens or Betty
Wyckoffs dad's electrical shop.

Dates included going to football games, driving the
drag, Good breads for a coke or float or a movie. Gas must
have been cheap as everyone did a lot of driving to
favorite spots; Genius Drive, in and out of the trees in the
middle of old Winter Park Road, to the "country" past the
Aloma Country Club (Winter Park hospital now) and Old
Showalter flying field on Aloma. The boys flew, too, to see
how fast dad's car would go.

At 18 I worked on Saturdays typing drivers licenses for
Mr. Caldwell (Peg Strong's father) at the little old green
Chamber of Commerce, and during the summer I worked
for Hope Strong, Sr. and "Rabbit" Hair while their
secretaries were on vacation. Then I worked for a year for
B.R. Coleman in a job anyone would have liked. I typed
his letters, mothproofed his books, traveled with him and
6

Palmer Ave. Circa 1890 and bridge over Maitland Run.
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THIS BANK

Is OPEN, Bov!

By Kenneth H. Kraft
My father, George Kraft, "retired" and built a home in
Winter Park. He did not like the ocean, but loved the trees,
lakes and rolling hills of central Florida. This was in 1927.
There was one bank in Winter Park and it was in shaky
condition. Father and three other men bought it. Father
was president because no one else would take the job. He
had never run a bank, and he drew no salary as president.
The bank's entrance was a triangle, with the narrow end
at the bank's door. Father put his desk at the entrance.
Everyone had to pass him, and he had a word for all.
This brought criticism from bankers, generally. The
ancient tradition was that bank presidents should be seen
only by appointment, and sequestered in a private office,
like a pope. Father had the audacity to say that banking
was a business, and business' success depended on
customers and on making customers feel wanted, needed,
and liked. He really kicked the sacred cow of traditional
banking.

I
l
j
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The stock examiners declared all banks insolvent, and
announced intention to close the Winter Park Bank the
next morning because of alleged bad debts and doubtful
loans.
During that afternoon, the four principal stockholders,
officers and directors made four packages, each containing as nearly as possible equal proportions of the notes
which examiners were going to write off entirely, and the
loans and Florida bonds which were to be discounted.
Then each one of the principals drew a check on his bank
in the north and therewith bought the Florida bonds and
questionable notes at par value and put them in his safe
deposit box.
An observer told me one incident. The examiners
questioned a note. George Kraft did not argue. He asked
the cashier (Ray Rosen felt, later to be bank president, now
deceased) to bring him his check book; wrote out a check
on his Chicago bank payable to the Winter Park Bank for
principal and interest accrued up to that day, handed it to
Ray, took the note, and put it in his own safe deposit box.
But that was not the end. The state declared all banks
closed, and refused to let them reopen until they had
proved their solvency. This was a sentence of guilt before
trial. I still can see Father and Paul Davis leaving our home
in Winter Park for a cold, all-night drive to Tallahassee, to
prove the bank sound, with full right to reopen. The next
day the bank was open.

The 1929 "Black Friday" stock market collapse signalled
the start of the great depression. Recovery did not resume
until the end of World War II. Roosevelt revoked the gold
standard of the dollar and closed all banks. The Winter
Park Bank was a state bank and during the panic it was
forced to close for one or two days. But before closing, the
bank had offered to pay all depositors in full. Few
demanded payment.
8
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HEY,

LooK

Halsey's. These men would discuss the problems of the
day and "girl" watch. They would gather, after dinner, and
sit for an hour or two every evening except Sunday. Most
of the men came every evening to watch. Too bad our
business and professional men are too busy these days .
.They can't find time to be together to just talk. (Editor's
note: and watch?)

AT THOSE ANKLES,

WouLo You!
By Anna H. Jillson
For many years, prior to the autumn of 1941, the
Florida Bank of Winter Park (now, Barnett Bank) had a
guard who sat in an enclosed glass cage on the balcony of
the bank, with a shotgun. He watched all customers
coming and going into the bank. Florida Bank was then
located across the street from the present Barnett site. The
guard decided that fall to retire and just go fishing. He was
the first security guard in Winter Park.

Park Avenue Circa 1890 (at New England Ave.)

Did you know Park Avenue had a "crow's nest"? For
many years a group of business and professional men
would gather on a park bench across the street from
Gary's Drug Store (later Rexall) and now the location of
10
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Morse Boulevard, 1908
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at the bank forty years earlier, that he could ever be
president of such a large bank in Winter Park.
LvNDA,

WoN'T You

PLEASE

I enjoy recalling the "little" town Winter Park was even
back in the S0's. I could call Taylor's Drug Store and say,
"Bill if Lynda (my younger daughter) is in there please
send her home. It's time for dinner". Very soon she and
her trusty bicycle would arrive. I like to remember that in
1968 when I sold my house on Palmer Avenue I couldn't
find a key for any one of the doors. We lived such a
carefree and protected life that keys were just not an
essential; we had "neighborhood watches" without knowing that was what we had. We called it being interested in
the welfare of our neighbors. Our biggest worry in those
days was trying to get the candy machines out of the
schools to save our children's teeth! (I don't recall that we
were successful, however.)

CoME HoME.

By Sue Bussells Rosenfelt
My best memories are of people who were instrumental
in making Winter Park the lovely city that we are enjoying
today ... people like Edith Tadd Little. She is remembered
by us all for the lovely "Christmas Cards" that hang from
our lamp posts along Park Avenue at the Christmas
season, but my special memory of her is how diligently she
worked on the very first opera performances we had at the
ugly old municipal auditorium in Orlando. Many were the
afternoons that she ran my legs off gathering just the right
kind of material to drape the so-called "opera boxes"
because she was determined we would have a lovely
atmosphere in which to enjoy the opera. She worked in
conjunction with the Junior League and was invaluable.
Then there's Mayor Ray Greene. It would take up the
whole book to recall the many things he did to make
Winter Park a better place in which to live, but my special
memory of him is when I served on the Recreation Board
of the City and he was envisioning the development of
Lake Island Recreation Center. It seemed so far out of
town as I drove down Morse Boulevard (a two way street
then) and tried to believe anyone would go so far out to
participate in recreational activities!

I
I-

It is also fun to recall when the high school had
graduation exercises in Mead Gardens which was in the
initial stages of its lovely development as we know it today.
I still love every inch of Winter Park but to me and my small
town upbringing, "those were the good old days". The
brick streets - where we stopped our cars, got out and
replaced an upturned brick - our very unique little purple
railroad station with all the lovely flower beds around it. ..
all were such a nice part of Winter Park.
There are so many happy memories of Winter Park that
I probably could fill the book with them but am sure there
are others with just as many, and happy ones, as mine.

--.../

How well I recall the happiness on my own beloved Ray
Rosenfelt's face when he told me that the then First
National Bank of Winter Park (now Barnett) had reached
the unbelievable amount of $50,000,000 in deposits. I
am sure that he couldn't believe when he was just a cashier
12
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"FLEET" ING MEMORIES
By B. A Galloway
It was October 21, 1914 in a small two bedroom home
overlooking Lake Lilly and directly across the street from
the Maitland Library, when the author of this article was
born.

In the living room of this home there was an unusual
piece of furniture. It was called a telephone switchboard
and my mother, in the daytime, made such switchboard
connections for those who wished to talk to each other.
During the nights it was my dad who got up and made the
connections.
On that most important date, as mentioned above, it
was Miss Stella Waterhouse, who lived on the southwest
side of Lake Lilly, who was midwife to my mother when I
was born. Some two weeks later a prominent physician of
Orlando, Dr. J.S. McEwan trotted his horse and carriage
around Lake Lily from Orlando to stop at the house and
announce that mother and baby boy were doing fine.
Six years later, a cream colored two story building was
erected at 132 East New England Avenue, Winter Park.
The telephone switchboard equipment and general office
were located on the first floor and the family residence was
on the second floor.

Peeples. He was in the apartment over the telephone
office and had just convinced my mother that she should
let me go with him on a several day camping trip when he
would take his Boy Scout Troop #2 of approximately 20
boys on the shores of Lake Howell where Howell- Branch
Creek empties into Lake Howell on its west side. It was on
this occasion that I became mascot of Winter Park Boy
Scout Troop #2.
Many of those 20 boys, since that time, have grown up
to be Winter Park's most prominent citizens.
When this memorable camping trip was over I had
learned a great deal. Each of us was assigned a duty. Mine
was to sit up on the 1 O' tower and watch the fishing poles
that had been placed afloat in the lake. When one started
to move I would yell to someone and he would row the
boat out to it and in most cases pull in a sizeable catfish,
which we had for dinner.
When we returned home I had learned to row a boat
and was so sunburned that my mother really gave Fleet
Peeples a lot of trouble because of it.
The Winter Park Congregational Church sponsored
Fleet's Boy Scout Troop #2. The church furnished a place
for the troops to ·meet each week and provided a place for
Fleet to teach acrobatics and tumbling. There were
parallel bars, mats, and other equipment that was used in
this most interesting endeavor.

1

It was at this period in time that I made an acquaintance
with one of Winter Park's citizens who, throughout the
many succeeding years, provided a need to the younger
generation of our lovely community. He was Fleetwood

Fleet lived in the dormitories at Rollins College and was
employed there in the capacity of aquatic director. He
taught swimming, fancy diving and conducted many state
swimming matches there. I also thought of him as a
wildlife officer because he almost always had snakes and
wild animals on hand. He would teach most anyone, who
wanted to know, how to handle them.

14
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From him we learned many things. For instance, after
my becoming of age and while on another Boy Scout
camping trip, he taught me how to catch a snipe in a croker
sack. We always had Christian ceremonies at each meeting and around the camp fire when camping. He told us
stories of the Indians- how they lived and tracked wild
animals. We learned of the requirements of the many
merit badges that scouting offers.
Fleet was and still is, a great asset to our community. I
don't know how many youngsters he has taught how to
swim, and I doubt that he remembers either. He was a
counsellor in the summer for the boys summer camp at
Brevard, North Carolina which he attended many years.
He had a motorcycle and a collie dog, "Prince". He and
the collie would ride the motorcycle to Brevard,and back
many times.

sure enough, when we arrived at the spot where the snake
had disappeared we could hear the rattlers singing back in
the high palmettos. Fleet immediately located the snake,
by ear, then told his son, Micko, to go cut two forked sticks.
This was done very quickly. One of the forked sticks was
placed just behind the snake's head, on its neck. The
snake's head was then tied with my tennis shoe lace to the
fork of the stick. When we arrived back at the river and the
boat. Fleet asked his wife Dotty to empty the red Coca
Cola ice cooler and hand it to him. The snake, which was
about 6½ feet long, was turned loose on the ground. It was
all but suffocated from the tightness of the shoe string.
Very quickly, Fleet picked up the snake by the back of its
neck and placed it in the cooler, tail first and then put the
lid on it.

Fleet has always been most public-spirited and would
always volunteer whenever he could be of assistance.
Being one of the most outstanding swimmers in this area
during the 20's and 30's, he would always volunteer to
dive deep in search of anything that might have been
dropped overboard or lost in the water. He retrieved many
items, including, sadly, friends who drowned accidentally.
He would nearly always bring up what he was looking for.
It was during the year 1958, I believe, that he and his
wife, Dotty, had a houseboat that they operated on the
upper St. Johns River, on occasion. On one weekend
during that period, I had two friends of mine from Ohio
with me and we were exploring the river as well as some of
the wooded areas in and near the area of Osceola. While
walking in the bush, we came upon a large diamondback
rattlesnake. We tried to dispose of it but failed and the
snake crawled into the high palmettos. We returned to our
boat and found Fleet coming up the river in his houseboat.
We went alongside and asked him if he had a gun and told
him of the snake. We all beached our boats and proceeded
across the prairie ¾ of a mile to find the big snake and,
16

Fleet, Prince, and H. Davidson
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Fleet told me that he would take the snake home, feed
it, and put some weight on it then call me one day and we
would butcher it. This was done several weeks later while I
took moving pictures of the whole thing. The skin was
then tanned, a felt backing placed on it and now it hangs
on the wall.
Fleetwood Peeples has been and is a legend in the
community and to many young people. Recently, in one
of our newspapers, was an article relating to a birthday
party provided by his friends on the shore of Lake
Virginia. The article mentioned the number of generations
which he has taught to swim. He is one GREAT GUY. I
learned a great deal from him. (Editor's note: The same
can be said for Al Galloway - he was also a GREAT guy.)

By Jane Glass
The year was about 1940. Red Winderweedle's office
was upstairs at 206 Park Avenue, South. Mrs. Osborne
was on vacation, and when Red found he had to go out of
town he asked me to "keep" his office for a few days.
My first morning on the job I opened the bottom drawer
of the secretary's desk and was startled to see the sheet of
stamps kept there torn and shredded. I was even more
startled to see a long tail just in sight. I slammmed the
drawer shut and was sure I had captured the mouse inside
it - but what to do next? I couldn't think of any way to kill
the mouse. ~
Then a bright idea dawned on me. I locked the office,
went down the stairs, around the corner, down Welbourne
to the alley, and up the alley to Morse Boulevard where
Poole and Fuller sold fertilizer, seeds, and many other
things to keep Winter Park beautiful. I told Herb Poole
about my predicament and asked if I might borrow the
firm's cat who made her home among the bags of fertilizer
and kept a wary eye out for rodents.

Rollins Dock. State high school water meet in session.
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Poole and Fuller's longtime black employee, Haskell
Shumate, said he'd get the cat and go back with me.
Returning to the office, Haskell put the cat down and I
cautiously opened the desk drawer with the fervent prayer
that the mouse wouldn't leap into my lap. It obligingly
went over the back of the drawer, dropped to the floor,
and ran across the room. The cat was upon it in a flash and
quickly ended its career.
19
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Haskell picked up the cat, said I was more than
welcome, and returned to Poole and Fuller. I watched out
the window as he turned into Center Street, the cat under
his arm, with her lunch, tail dangling, in her jaws.

THE DAY WINTER PARK
ENTERTAINED
MARGARET THATCHER
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By Louis W. Ingram
.

When the glamorously be-hatted lady rose to acknowlege the Chairman's introduction, and began her talk to
her luncheon audience, there were few, if any, among her
hearers who foresaw that within a few years, she was to
become the first woman Prime Minister of Great Britain.
Margaret Thatcher had come to Winter Park a day
earlier as the guest of the Central Florida Branch of the
English-Speaking Union. The ESU of the United States
was founded in 19 20. Its purpose, together with that of its
companion organization in the British Commonwealth, is
to foster understanding among English-speaking peoples
and "to inspire reverence for their common tradition."
In 1960 the Central Florida Branch (sometimes referred to as the Winter Park-Orlando Branch) was established, and promptly became active in providing scholarships to area high school and college teachers for summer
study in England. By the time of Mrs. Thatcher's visit,
Central Florida's scholarship program was surpassing that
of many ESU Branches in much larger cities in the East
and Mid-West.
But no less interesting to ESU members was the annual
luncheon, where an outstanding speaker, generally from
Britain, was the featured attraction. Margaret ,Thatcher,
then a prominent member of Parliament, had been
making a tour of several ESU Branches around the nation,

Morse Boulevard 1948.
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called "shadow Cabinet." She showed the importance of
the shadow Cabinet (where the party out of power
maintains a complete structure of Ministers who will take
over their same posts in the real Cabinet if and when their
party becomes the majority) in giving continuity and
efficiency to the British government.

and the Central Florida people felt they were fortunate to
be on her itinerary. Not surprisingly, about 150 members
and guests had gathered for the event at the Country Club
of Orlando on a typically beautiful March day in 1969.
On Mrs. Thatcher's arrival in Winter Park the preceding
day, she had been shown a good sampling of the area
sights by a Branch officer who is a diligent and understanding hostess, and had been honor guest at a dinner
given in the home of a Winter Park couple prominent in
the support of the ESU scholarship program.

This was a congenial subject for Margaret Thatcher, for
she was then the Minister of Transport in the Conservative
Party's shadow Cabinet.
But she had not gone very far before everybody present
realized that she was increasingly having to compete with
the whole gamut of demolition and construction noises the squeal of rusty nails being pulled, the rattle of falling
plaster, the whacking of hammers, the shrill buzz of
circular saws.

Now, at the Country Club, everything seemed to be
going smoothly. The visiting celebrity had chatted with
and charmed many ESU members in the crowded foyer
before lunch. But once they had filed into the dining room
and seated themselves, it became evident that the normal
ambience of the Club was threatened by construction
noises just outside.
~

These jarring but sporadic sounds did not, at the
beginning, surprise or disturb the Chairman and other key
ESU people, because the Branch officers had scheduled
the event at the Club, as had been the custom for years,
knowing that a big remodeling project, then in progress,
could not be halted on a work day, but with the assurance
that the construction crew would make every effort to
minimize noise during the ninety minute meeting period.
But, during mealtime, the buzz of conversation at the
tables barely muffled the loud sounds coming from the
work activity outside. However, the Chairman was able to
make his introduction without too much distraction, and
Mrs. Thatcher launched into her remarks with no hint that
she was apprehensive about the conditions.
She did not tarry long on pleasantries, but turned
almost immediately to her theme, which was an explanation of the British parliamentary form of government,
with special emphasis on the Cabinet system and the so22
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Members looked at one another incredulously. But, as
often happens in a public gathering where there is too
much heat in the room, or too little air, nobody did
anything, not even when Mrs. Thatcher frowned in
evident anxiety and displeasure.
But, after an especially piercing whine from a powerdriven saw, she paused and then inquired "Can't anybody
do something about these dreadful noises?"
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At that, one of the ESU officers left the room, and he
succeeded, shortly, in getting more co-operation from the
workmen. Mrs. Thatcher finished her speech under better
if not ideal conditions, and received resounding applause.

THE WITCHING

It may be wondered whether, even though she has been
Prime Minister for several years, and has faced many
problems which make her difficulties of that day trivial by
comparison, the memory of her stay in Winter Park has
vanished completely.

HouR

By Aida Johns Scudder
A quaint edifice long gone, but not forgotten - particularly by high school and college students of the 1930's,
who frequented it for a hamburger, and later on to rent a
bicycle-built-for-two for a spin around the little traveled
streets of Winter Park. Subsequently it became a haven for
music lovers, known as the Music Box, and was operated
by Mr. H. T. Kitson and later by Arnold Menk. This
landmark was at the southern end of Park Ave., on the
west side of the block between Fairbanks and Comstock.
My mother, Edna Koontz, operated the Witching Hour as
a fast service restaurant and my sister, Eleanore, hopped
curb. Mother fried the hamburgers individually and piled
on whatever anyone wanted, including her home-made
chili. She carried charge accounts, but was often left
holding the bag when the students went north for the.
summer. Incidentally, I still have the little pan she cooked
the hamburgers in.

Witching Hour
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WITCHING HOUR
511 East Park A venue
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By Norman E. Anderson

Winter Park, Fla .
An Unusual Sandwich Service

BARBECUE PORK
BARBECUE BEEF
SPICED HAM
STEAK SANDWICH
HAM SALAD SANDWICH
CHICKEN
CHICKEN SALAD
LETTUCE and TOMATO
LETTUCE, BACON and TOMATO
HAM and EGG COMBINATION ,
BACON and EGG COMBINATION
EGG
HAMBERGER

,
,

- .15
,
,

.25
.15

,

.35

- "'-.
,
,
,
,
,
,

.25
.15
.25
.25
.25
.15
.10

,
,
,

.05
.10
.25
.25
.05

HOT DOG
CHEESE
CHEESE and EGG COMBINATION
BABY CLUB

COFFEE. MILK OR TEA
BEER ON ICE

FOR DELIVERY SERVICE PHONE 88
YOU MUST BE PLEASED
O••r
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Winter Park when the Baby Grand Theatre had 15¢
shows Saturday AM. for youngsters. They had HELP
THE POOR SHOWS, - for a can of food you got a ticket.
WCTU had a reading room next to The Winter Park Land
Company.
.When the building across from City Hall, now owned by
Rollins, was the Winter Park Elementary School, and the
Fire Department and Police Department were right across
the street. When the Chamber of Commerce had tennis
courts and shuffle board courts where the City Hall and
parking lot are now. The Fire Department under Chief
Sachse, was mostly volunteer. When the siren sounded
for a fire you could not hear at all in the school.
When Mr. Woodward had a service station and
Greyhound Bus Station at Lyman and South Park. Mr.
Fred Floyd had a used car lot next door, and A & P was
where the Colony is.
When Andy Ahik's garage was on Church Street.
Freddie and Pop Sanford had a storage garage and gas on
Center and Welbourne. Foster Fanning had a plumbing
shop at the same intersection.
When Rollins freshmen used to be called "Rats" and
had a pajama parade before homecoming. They usually
had a pep rally with a big bonfire on the northwest corner
of Holt and Park. One night, several Winter Park Hi boys
27

decided it would be a good prank to burn the stack one
day early. They did.
When Miller's was an empty lot where Ralph Jackson,
Dick Morris, and I, among others, played softball. Dallas
Bower had the college garage across the street. Most of
the Rollins students stored their cars there. Ahlgrim and
Lytle had the Graham Page Car Agency where Warren's
Furniture is now.
When Mr. Frank Hiegel built the high school auditorium,
in which the Class of '37 was first to graduate.
When Jack Stewart had The Chocolate Shop. We
would get our candy there before going to the show. There
was a peanut and popcorn stand between John's Barber
Shop and the Rexall Drug Store which at that time was
Gary's Pharmacy.
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By Troy Bohannon
It was during the pre-World War II years, the summer of
1941. Byron Gandee and I both worked for Florida Public
Service (now Florida Power Corp.) Byron worked in the
office and I was a groundman on one of the line crews.

This particular Saturday, Byron was delegated to read
meters in the area of Altamonte and Longwood, which
was just country roads back then. He asked me to ride with
him for the company (the fact is there were some real
pretty girls along this particular route). We two young,
single, gay blades headed out from Winter Park laughing
and discussing the usual nonsense of the day.
Byron was driving along a rutted country dirt road
through the woods to some rural homes on his route. I was
seated on the front passenger side and felt something
rubbing against my left shoulder. Casually, I reached up,
without looking, to brush it off. A few moments later I felt
something rubbing my shoulder, again. Looking left, there
was a large brownish snake's head with black tongue
flicking just a few inches from my face- RATTLESNAKEflashed through my mind. Giving no other thought to the
matter, I jerked open the door and rolled out fast. The car
was traveling about 20 MPH as I hit the dirt, head first,
rolling over and over.

Park Ave., late 20's. Baby Grand Theater at left.
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As Byron ploughed to a stop, the snake slid off the seat;
out of the open door, and quickly disappeared into the
woods. Can you picture the writer sitting on the ground,
29

eyes and mouth full of dirt and pine needles and friend
Byron bent double with laughter?
Then the story unfolded. About a week before, Byron
had caught a 6 ft. coachwhip and put it in the trunk of his
car to transport home. Upon arriving, the snake somehow
had gotten out, or so it seemed. What had happened was
that the coachwhip had found a hole in the trunk and had
ended up h.oder the back seat of the car and had
apparently stayed out of sight there for a week. While on
this particular day's outing, the snake had crawled out, up
over the back of the front seat and across my shoulder,
which decision on its part triggered a rapid series of events
which ended about as quickly and abruptly as they had
started.
I sometimes wonder how we ever reached the age of
retirement.

By Dan LeFevre

I

I
I
I
I
I

Maitland Run (Canal between Lakes Osceola and Maitland)
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(Orlando Evening Star, Sept. 18, 1956)
For the first time in the history of the noble game of
craps, a Winter Park resident yesterday wished and
prayed for snake eyes at a dice game in the city courtroom
presided over by Municipal Judge Daniel LeFevre.
Lefevre made history by establishing both a judicial
precedent and a new principle in the game when Joseph
Washington, 41, 781 Canton Ave., and Hezekiah Paige,
25, 651 Morse Blvd., both Negroes, appeared before him
on gambling charges.
Both defendants pleaded guilty.
The judge asked Washington what kind of luck he had
at the game.
"Bad luck", Washington answered. "We were caught".
The Judge then wanted to know how good a dice player
Washington was. Washington admitted he wasn't very
good.
Lefevre then told the defendents he would fine them
$10 plus $1 for every point they would shoot before him.
Washington took the dice from Police Chief Carl
Buchanan, shook them, rolled his eyes and prayed loudly
the dice wouldn't show "box cars".
He shot a seven and was fined $1 7.
Paige shot a five and was fined $15. Paige then asked if
he could shoot with the Judge for the $4 which the
pr_o secuting attorney had before him as evidence of their
gambling activities.
31

The Judge said no, it belonged to the city and wasn't his
money to gamble.
The case was closed.
City Commr. Bob Medlock, who happened to be in
court commented: "That was fair enough".

OPERATOR, PLEASE CoNNECT ME
WITH THE QuEEN MARY

By Hugh F. McKean
In the days when Winter Park was more of a village than
it is now, its mayors were often chosen in a way of its own
devising. Being mayor was an honor but the pleasures and
prestige that went with the position were minimal, and the
question in the minds of nearly everyone was how to
persuade a good man to agree to serve.
The system worked like this: when the time came to
choose a new mayor, conversations would turn to the
matter all over town. " 'X' would be a good man but he
wouldn't do it. 'Y' would be excellent but he was here only
in the winter time. 'Z' would of course be good but he has
done it before and it wouldn't be fair to ask him to take it
on again." Eventually all the signs would seem to point in
one direction and the next hurdle was to find someone
who could persuade the individual to accept the responsibility.

Winter Park's old City Hall, built 1915.
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One time this process was in progress and all the signs
pointed to Oliver K. Eaton, the distinguished Pittsburgh
attorney. He had retired and was living in the house
formerly owned by Annie Russell the famous actress in
whose honor Mrs. Edward Bok had built the Annie Russell
Theatre. I was President of Rollins, my father had practiced
law in Beaver Falls, Pennsylvania, many of my family had
come from farms around Pittsburgh, and I knew and
admired the Eatons. For some or perhaps all of those
reasons someone got the idea that I was the one to
approach Mr. Eaton.
33

H. A Ward came to my office and said, "Hugh, we think
Mr. Eaton would be a good mayor and you are the one to
put it up to him." I said, which was true, that I admired and
respected Mr. Eaton, but that one of the civic leaders
should discuss the matter with him. H. A said, "They"
wanted me to try and so I agreed. One complication was
that the Eatons were in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean
on the Queen Mary headed for Europe. Nevertheless I
called him. His answer was. he really did not want to be
mayor of any place. I replied that everyone was hoping he
would agree, that the city needed him and that we all
hoped he would say "yes." Finally he said, "Well, all right,
but for one term only."

There must have been a campaign of some sort but I
remember nothing about it. I do remember he made a fine
mayor.

I WANT To TALK To
You AsouT Mv B1LL

DocToR,

By Polly Hotard (Mrs. Roland F.)
(from a taped interview)
I was on my way to Winter Park with my family and
stopped in Asheville to see my cousin. There I met my
husband - to-be, who was a young medical student from
New Orleans. His family had gone on, but his best trousers
were still at the cleaners and he had to stay over and
recover them. I happened to meet him while he was on his
way to the post office. My cousin was delighted that I met
him as they were a nice family and had been coming there
for years. We corresponded for two years. He wanted me
to come back to Ashevill~ to see if it was the real thing. It
was, and we were married that fall. Dr. Hotard began
practicing in Winter Park.
We had a house on Webster and Golfview overlooking
the golf course. The children were small, and they were
very curious about the people who would come out very
early each day and walk around looking at the ground. We
found'they were gathering mushrooms. We were told that all
the mushrooms were safe to eat, so we used to go out too.
The chefs from the Seminole Hotel and Virginia Inn used
to gather the mushrooms every day. We would go as far as
where Winter Park Mall is now, and gather great baskets
full. Sheep grazed on the golf course at night and were
taken away each morning and that made the mushrooms
grow.
When the Woman's Club was built there was no
furniture, so to raise money we formed small groups
called "Twigs". I was head of the Bridge Twig. We met
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regularly for lunch and to play bridge at the Seminole
Hotel. They served the luncheon and put up the tables; all
we did was furnish the people. The Park Avenue stores
gave lovely prizes. Another social activity was the Sewing
Club. There were about ten of us and some "tourists". We
met once a week to sew and talk. Once a month we had a
dinner party with our husbands. One of the fortunate
things was that I was here when Mrs. Morse lived in that big
yellow house on Interlachen Avenue. It occupied not
quite a block. One of her relatives had a house at the other
end. She had some lovely parties at her home. There were
no sororities at Rollins; Dr. Blackman was against it, but he
used to have some lovely parties at his home. Once there
was a beautiful tea for Mrs. Calvin Coolidge and we were
horrified when the President drove up in the car and
honked the horn for her to come out. He didn't come in to
get her. The Coolidges stayed at one of the ~ot_el_s,
probably the Seminole, as it had more class. The V1rgm1a
Inn was homey and some people liked it better. There was
the famous old Wyoming in Orlando. Orlando and Winter
Park mixed to a certain extent but there was a lot of
jealousy as Orlando always wanted to absorb Winter Park.
There was a little Country Club where the Orlando
Country Club is now. We would go there with a record
player and dance, lots of waltzes and the tango. Between
Winter Park and Orlando was the old Beeman estate on
Lake Rowena. They had beautiful parties with a pipe
organ in the house. Eddie Beeman was a great catch.
There was a pavilion on Lake Ivanhoe for supper and
dancing. One lady, Mrs. Mulholland, always used to
chaperone the parties. One of the big events was when we
celebrated Osceola's coming to Winter Park. He was
supposed to be buried in that park across from Mrs.
Morse's home. He would come with his warriors in his war
canoes across the lake, with a band, and they would march
up to the Brewer estate, and there would be a big spread
and a picnic and pow-wowing and a lot of Indian whoops.
The business men would dress up like Indians and paint
their faces. I can still see Artie Schultz walking down the

We used to go with my husband on Sunday afternoons
to make house calls as far as to Longwood and Oviedo.
The fee for a house call was $3.00. At the office a
complete examination and medicines would be $6.00. A
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street leading the band and twirling his stick. It was a whole
day's event. The school kids were in it too. One year we
were "Moss Fairies" and our costumes were made out of
Spanish moss and we didn't know it was full of chiggers. I
will never forgt it - we itched for weeks after.
Walter Schultz had a clothing store on Park Avenue, his
brother Artie a grocery store. Mr. Fanning had a plumbing
shop; up the street was a livery service, Favor's. Andy Ahik
had a horse stable. Where the Barnett garage is was a
drygood store, Mrs. Vicks; Millinery and Dry Goods.
Leedy bought it out. He came here to be a druggist but
went into dry goods.
Dr. Hotard was doctor for the Rollins Athletic Association. There were no fraternities but they had the X-Club.
Bill Miller was one of them. Once they put a cow in Chase
Hall. Jack McDowell was athletic coach, Ray Greene was
in the gymnasium and Dr. Blackman, President. There
was a special park bench in front of Gary's Drug Store that
was the favorite meeting place of all the men in town. They
would sit and ogle the ladies. It was quite famous. People
would ask "What did they say on the bench tonight?" Dr.
Hotard had office hours at night. He could sit on the bench
and see who was going into his office. Huang, a Chinaman,
owned the office building. He and Sue Huang liked
Winter Park, and came here to live. She had played in The
Good Earth. She was a very lovely woman.
The Comstocks used to come by the house every day in
their surrey with the fringe on top to get their mail. There
was an old colored man with a wagon and mule who came
by each day also. Ray Greene used to say it was the best
fed mule in the world as each morning he got a hot
breakfast, hot oats with hot milk on it.

baby case was only $25.00 for the delivery and nine
month's care.
L1TTERATEUR

OF WINTER PARK

)
By Billie Hotard Varner
(from a taped interview)
I went to tlie state college for women at Tallahassee for
two years and then got a job on the newspaper. When I
found I was expected to write a column on Christmas Day I
gave it up and became secretary for various people. Irving
Bacheller was working on his last book. He was a great
admirer of Lincoln, so it dealt principally with him. Mrs.
Tyler, his housekeeper, lived on his estate with her
husband. She used to open and close the place for the
Bachellers. The house was in a beautiful oriental style,
rambling, with guest cottages, and a jungle walk with royal
palms, orchids and butterfly lilies. When something happened to his secretary she suggested that he try me. His
studio adjoined the house. It was furnished in black
leather and dark wood, with a fire in the fireplace. He was
a handsome elderly man, smoking a pipe. He was a
wonderful man to know. Very meticulous. If he struck a
word or a phrase out he drew a line through it with a ruler,
so it would be perfectly straight. I finished typing revisions
for him the next winter. This last book came out in 1940.
A.G. Bush bought the estate in 1949.

Downtown Winter Park Circa 1884 (1. Ergood's Store, 2. Ladd's
Hardware, Depot on right)
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By Frank Billingham
During the thirties, when Winter Park had a volunteer
Fire Department, a unique incident happened, which
caused a great deal of excitement for a short time. The
"Pittsburgh House", a boarding house, (situated on Park
Ave. between where Colony Gardens is now and the
corner of Lyman Ave.) was almost a total loss after an early
morning fire. The house was completely gutted with just
the outside walls remaining.
The volunteers could not be alerted this particular
morning (before daylight) due to a malfunction of the
siren. The Orlando Department was called and put out the
fire.

election. The opposition said he didn't live in Winter Park
but in Goldenrod. Mr. Sachse and Cecil Giles were th~
only permanent members of the department and alternated
sleeping at the fire house. It was finally decided that Mr.
Sachse slept one more night in Winter Park than he did in
Goldenrod, so where a man sleeps is where his home is.
Did you know that Irving Bacheller, the famous author,
once lived in Winter Park?
The Bank of Winter Park, which failed about 1930 was
in the building now occupied by the Golden Cricket Gift
Shop?
The Union State Bank was on the corner of Park and
New England, now the East India Company.
The state high school swimming meet used to be held at
the Rollins College docks. In 1928 Pete Desjardins won
the diving title and went on that same year to win the
Olympics. Pete was a member of the Miami team.

Several days after the fire, a man was probing around in
the ruins and discovered a man's arm. He reported it to the
Chief of Police, who notified the sheriff. Of course, right
away everybody thought a man had been burned to
death, as transients often stayed overnight.
The Smiths operated the boarding house. Their son
Kenneth was a student at Winter Park High School. He
was looking forward to becoming a doctor. His brother
was a doctor in Kansas and had sent the arm to Kenneth to
study. Everything was explained to the authorities and
Kenneth went on to become a doctor.
According to the story going around at the time, Mr.
Walter Sachse, chief of the volunteer fire department,
wanted to vote for a certain party in the Winter Park city
40

Park Ave. 1886. "Ergood block"
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"Do you live here?"
"Yes, sir," I answered, "we just moved here from
Atlanta."
"What does your father do?" he asked.
"He's a professor at Rollins."
"Oh, that's interesting. What is his name?"
"Same as mine; Louis Roney," I said.
"What does he teach?" he asked.
"Oh he teaches languages, and can speak about a
hundred. Also, he's one of the best fencers in the world."

"He must be quite a fine man," he added, smiling.
"He is! And he was a great athlete in college, and was an
officer in the World War, and he's about the smartest
person there is anywhere!"
I then launched into a stream of accolades which
painted my father in the most superlative terms. I let my
boyish pride in my father lead me into some wild
exaggerations. I think that I ended up by saying that there
had never been ANYONE on the Rollins campus quite so
"swell" as my Dad. My elderly companion rose, and said,
"I must leave now. I am very happy to have met you, and
I am glad you told me about your Dad. He must be quite a
man indeed."
"Oh, he is"! I said.
"When you see him, will you tell him 'hello' from me"?
he asked.
"Yes, sir."
Then he told me his name.
Later, at the dinner table, I told my father about my
meeting the kindly gentleman at the dock.
"Dad, he was really interested in hearing all about you"!
"He was"? said Dad.
"Yes, and I'm afraid I made you out to be the most
important man who ever came to Winter Park."
"My goodness, Louis, what did you actually say"? asked
Dad.
"Well, Dad, I said you were the biggest man on the
Rollins campus."
"You KNOW you shouldn't talk that way"! said Dad.
"Well, This man seemed so interested, and he was really
impressed"! I said.
"By the way, he said to tell you 'Hello'." I added.
"What's his name"! Dad asked
"Hamilton Holt," I said. (Hamilton Holt was President of
Rollins College.)
When I was ten years old, we moved from our little
house, almost on the Rollins campus, to Forest Hills,
which was at that time a sparsely-settled, even lonely, part
of Winter Park. Forest Hills had a unique, eerie, wild
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By Louis Roney
In 1931, in the middle of my sixth-grade year, we
moved from Atlanta to Winter Park, where my father had
taken a position on the Rollins faculty. We lived in a little
house at the corner of Fairbanks and Chapman Avenue,
then a dirt street running the 100 yards to the grammar
school. (The house was torn down to make way for the
broad race-track which is now Fairbanks Avenue.) The
first chance I got, I ran down to see Lake Virginia. It was
Christmas Day, quite cold and gray, and there was no one
at the lake. I strolled out to the end of the dock and sat
down, thinking of warmer weather, and good swimming
days to come. Soon I noticed a very well-dressed man
coming out on the dock in my direction. He had on a
three-piece suit and tie. Rather than tell me to get off the
dock, as I had expected, he slowly sat down beside me, his
legs dangling almost to the black water. Turning his
balding head with its deep-set, squinting eyes toward me,
full-face, he asked me,

beauty, with its few houses, its untended orange groves,
and its palmetto and pine wilderness. Across Lake Sue
was Orlando, another country, seldom invaded by us. My
only neighbors were Hope Strong, across Lake Chelton,
Peggy Caldwell, my "next door" neighbor a hundred
yards away through the forest, and Bob Pratt, who lived in
Yankee splendor in a fine house on the shores of Lake
Sue. Through the years and the travels, we have remained
good friends.
When we moved into our house on Rockwood Road, I
found a large, handcranked Victrola in the room that was
to be my bedroom. This monstrous machine was the only
vestige of the former tenants. In the great storage compartment at the bottom of the Victrola, I found ONE
record! My family had no phonograph, and no records.
Now I became the proud owner of an enormous Victrola
with only one record. The one-sided, thick, fragile record
was of Enrico Caruso, singing in Italian a song called
"Musica Proibita." Day after day I played that record, to
the distraction of my parents, and maybe, even, . the
Caldwells, who were within earshot. Soon I had learned
the song, in Italian, by rote, though I understood not a
word. I began singing along with the immortal Caruso! I
felt the power and strength of Caruso's incomparable
voice, and equated his singing with my other interests at
that time, such as playing football, tennis and bicycling. I
later played center on the Winter Park High School team. I
don't know what my teammates would have thought of
my interest in singing in the manner of Caruso. I certainly
didn't tell them! However, after four years at Harvard
College, followed by four years as a naval officer in World
War II, I BECAME an opera and concert singer! In all the
programs I have sung since my debut with the New York
Philharmonic in 1948, I have included "Musica Proibita,"
the song on my ONE Victrola record when I was a boy of
10 in Forest Hills. This was one song I didn't have to learn.
It was chiselled in my memory for all time. Now I speak
Italian, and understand the words. But the song holds no
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~ore me_aning for me than it did so many years ago, when
1t mystenously opened the door to my life's work.

Rogers House {Later Virginia Inn)
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By Jeannette Genius McKean
One of the series of international art exhibitions which I
brought to the Morse Gallery of Art at Rollins was one
from Indonesia, arranged with the cooperation of the
Netherlands Embassy in February 1944.

W.C.T.U. Reading Room, Winter Park Land Co. and Ladies

....,,.""~~{<~

Special guests for the occasion were three officials from
the Netherlands. They were all my house guests at Wind
Song where my artist friend, Lois Tracy, was also staying .
One of the visiting dignitaries was an Indonesian Prince Prince Moesa Soeria Nata Djocmena of West Java who
was second secretary to the Netherlands Embassy.
Never having been to Indonesia nor having met any of
their royalty, I didn't know quite what to expect, but was
delightfully surprised with the very charming and friendly
young man who appeared. He was thoroughly enchanted
with Florida and kept making favorable comparisons
between it and Java.

South and East of First Seminole Hotel. Osceola Ave. (Rush hour)

The Prince was a perfect house guest and entered into
everything with tremendous gusto, enjoying the swimming
pool and doing cartwheels and handstands on the lawn.
When he discovered our banana trees, he exclaimed with
much glee that he would like to cook a Reistoeff el for us.
This was a great Indonesian type of feast - actually taken
from the Dutch - and similar to the Scandanavian
Smorgasbord. It included many elaborate dishes, among
them banana blossoms with a peanut butter sauce. The
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dessert was an interesting concoction of mashed avocado
'
rum and coffee blended together. Lois, he and I spent the
entire day in the kitchen where he presided like a fun-filled
major domo assigning various tasks to Lois and me. I was
asked to make an omelette. It is one of my few culinary
accomplishments, of which I am quite proud, so I produced
a beautiful omelette. He inspected it, then declared that
now we would cut it up and use it for a garnish for one of
the major dishes he was preparing. The total result of all
this was a banquet really "fit for a King" and was
thoroughly enjoyed by all.
This was during the war. Raden (the Indonesian word
for Prince) Moesa's wife and children, whom he adored,
were in Java. He had not seen them for a very long time
and was not even sure that he would ever see them again.
So not only did he teach us something good to do with
banana blossoms, but more importantly, he was a fine
example of how to face the vicissitudes of !ife and remain
cheerful, appreciative and thankful for whatever blessings
he had.
Banana blossoms may mean future bananas to some
people, but to me they always produce memories of the
handsome and lively Prince.

Prexy Holt and friends ponder day's events.
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By James Gamble Rogers II
(from a taped interview)
We lived in Chicago where my father was an architect.
After a massive heart attack he was given six months to
live. We came to Florida and spent the winter of 1914 in
Sea Breeze. In 1915 we drove to Florida in a Model T. It
took two weeks. Around Huntsville, Alabama, the family
had to get out and walk while I drove (I was fourteen) the
road was so bad. The Georgia roads were the worst in the
world. We rented that year in Daytona Beach. The roads
were unpaved except for nine miles on each side of
Deland, the county seat. The roads were brick. The road to
Winter Park was sandy soil through the woods. Holes were
filled with pine needles. Near Maitland there was a sand
hole near a small lake. A farmer would pull cars out with a
team of horses. It was suspected that he dug out the hole
every night. My father lived twenty years more until 1934,
and during World War I was Commandant of Fort Guards
at Key West.
In 1928 I designed a house for RB. Barbour, who had
purchased a large lot on Interlachen. He rang my doorbell
one day and said he wanted me to build him a house any
way I pleased. He didn't want to know anything about it,
and if he didn't like it, he' cl sell it. I designed a Spanish
farmhouse and he was delighted. It was photographed
inside and out and received national publicity. Sinclair
Lewis had seen the photographs and wanted to see the
house when he came to town. He was the rudest
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individual. He made no secret of being bored at parties,
and once even got up from the table after the entree and
walked out without even saying goodbye to the hostess.
The lakes sometimes came up far and fast when there
were heavy rains. We had the only house on the Isle of
Sicily. It was built on a floating foundation, a concrete pad.
Irving Bacheller, who lived on what was later known as the
Bush estate had a housekeeper-caretaker, Mrs. Tyler. She
was a redneck, about forty-five or fifty. When the lake rose
too high and threatened to burn out the motor before the
city took action, she would blow the dam that controlled
the water level. One day when we had high water, I went
down to City Hall to ask them to do something about it,
threatening to blow the dam if they didn't take action to
lower the water. It was still raining hard on my way home
and as I neared the lake I heard a boom. Mrs. Tyler had
beaten me to it.
There used to be sailing races on Lake Maitland, no
particular class, but many people had small sailboats. One
day we decided to lay out a course. I set up my transit to
establish the base line, using the west side of the Isle of
Sicily, as it was level and low. Looking through it, we
picked up two Rollins students frolicking around and
swimming with no clothes on, so it took us quite a long
time to finish laying out the course that day.
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By Kitty Sloan
In the early 20's, Winter Park was a delightful small
town where everyone knew everyone else. My husband,
Max, and I had the first house in Virginia Heights, on Lake
Virginia, and it was not at all uncommon back then to see
quail walking across the lawn, or to hear a bob-white and
his mate converse with one another. In the evening, when
we walked to town, we always took a flashlight so we could
see and a stick to hit the snakes with.
Daytona was, in those days, the big attraction that the
beach remains today. Several couples of us used to go
over for the day, somewhat more slowly than today,
however. We had a car but no spare tire, so before every
trip we stopped by Beecher Kent's tire shop (where
Frances Brewster's is now) and "borrowed" a tire for the
occasion - then dropped it off on the return trip. That tire
made many a trip back and forth to the beach before we
finally had to use it.
At that time the telephone company was local, young
and small, with a one-page phone book. No direct dialing
and computerized electronics - but excellent operator
• service. As I was trying to reach Max one day, I asked the
operator to hurry because I was feeling sick and thought I
was going to faint. I was still on the floor when Max arrived,
followed closely by Dr. Hotard and my sister-in-law, Mrs.
Halsted Caldwell, both of whom the operator decided
needed to be there!
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Another time when my mother in Orlando was trying to
reach me the operator told her, "She's not at home, Mrs.
Barnes; she went riding with the Cal dwells".
Winter Park was lovely then, as it is now!

How Do You
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By Dorothy Shepherd Smith
My earliest memories are of living deep in the heart of a
big grove that my father, F.W. Shepherd, bought in 1916.
The eight acre grove, then in the country, fronted on
Osceola Avenue (now Aloma). It covered the block
bordered by Phelps Avenue, the Comstock Estate and
pine-needle paved Lover's Lane (now Sylvan Drive).
We lived in a comfortable cottage amidst chickens,
pigeons, turkeys, guineas, white rabbits and a red sow.
None of this bothered neighbors for we didn't have any.
Axie Holiday, a student at Rollins, lived with us and helped
mother with my little sister, Kathleen and me.
Looking west down New England Ave., 1890 (As seen from Old
Seminole Hotel)

Maintaining law and order back in the 20's was not
much of a problem. Our local constabulary consisted of a
police chief who may have had an assistant- I'm not sure.
Car keys were generally left right in the ignition so there
wouldn't be any questions as to their whereabouts.

My father had paid $7,500 for the grove, believing the
fruit crop was worth $4,000. On the afternoon of February
first, 191 7, the temperature began to drop and that night
went down to 19°. Next morning the fruit was frozen - a
total loss. I remember Daddy cutting an orange in half to
show us the ice inside.

House keys were another story. People usually didn't
lock their doors; in fact they didn't even close them when
the weather was very hot. One time, when we were getting
ready for a trip and couldn't find a key to the front door, we
finally had to have the locksmith make a new one, only to
find that the door was so swollen it wouldn't close at all
and we needed the carpenter to plane it down sufficiently
to close and lock.

One day when we were driving to town, mother was
holding a basket of fresh eggs on her lap. As we rounded
the corner at the top of Brewer Hill, the door flew open
and she fell out in the sand in a mess of scrambled eggs.
Luckily nothing was broken but eggs.
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When it was time for me to enter Park Avenue school,
we reluctantly left the country to move back to New

England Avenue. We lived in a two story, white frame
house next door to the house where I was born - both
were on the present site of the Langford. Our home had
spacious high ceilinged rooms and along two sides, open
porches with rocking chairs and a swing where we enjoyed
the cool of the evening.

In early spring, owners of the few big estates along
Palmer Avenue returned to their homes in the north for
they stayed only the winter months. We were always glad
to see them go for then we had our nook of the lake to
ourselves and could enjoy the freedom of skinny-dipping
with the alligators.

My favorite place was the big, sandy back yard. There I
helped feed chickens which scratched and crowed in a
fenced in square draped with flame vine. On wash days I
watched black Henrietta build a wood fire beneath a sooty
kettle. Before the sudsy water came to a boil, she tossed in
the bedclothes and, like a witch, stirred them with a
broomstick. Then she rinsed the snow-white clothes in the
cool, dark washhouse and hung them on a line to dry in
the sun.

It was a wonderful time and place for one's childhood

For rainy days and hot, sunny days too, we had a
playhouse which had once been my grandpa Shepherd's
photographic studio. When he came to town before the
turn of the century, he had to develop his own film.
Another joy of the back yard was climbing grapefruit trees
which grandpa had planted. A few still grow in the garden
of the Langford.
Before Christmas, we drove out to the woods in our
open car to select a tree which Daddy cut. Kathleen and I
decorated it with strands of cranberries and popcorn and
paper ornaments we made ourselves. Daddy lighted the
tree with real candles. Christmas Eve, families gathered
around a big tree in the park. We sang carols and then
Santa gave each child a shiny, red cornucopia stuffed with
French candy and nuts.

and I feel blessed to have had it so.
Dr. Miller A Henkel
Known as "The Beloved Physician of Winter Park", Dr.
Henkel, a graduate of the medical school of the University
of Pennsylvania, came here a year after the town's
founding. He had left his practice in Winchester, Virginia
because of his wife's health. In those days, Florida was
thought of as a vast sanatorium where whatever ailed you
could be cured.
During most of his life in Winter Park, Dr. Miller was
either mayor or counciiman. This energetic man, whose
practice also included the surrounding countryside, planted
oak trees along the avenues, raised money for a clay road
to Maitland, owned a 200 acre citrus grove. In 1886 he
built the "Henkel Block" where the Barnett Bank now
stands. It was a large, two-story frame building with stores
along Park Avenue and his office at the side.
Among Mother's papers I recently found this note:
"Uncle Miller's fee for an office call was 50¢ and for a
house call, which he made by horse and buggy, $1. These
prices included medicine which he furnished."

In 1923 we moved back to the country when my Father
bought our Palmer Avenue house where we lived for over
forty years. The property, which once had been a cow
pasture, fronted on Lake Osceola, had woods along the
canal and across the street, orange groves.
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How Lake Virginia and Lake Sue were named.
Before Loring A Chase discovered this beautiful spot
for our town, George W. Moyers was operating a lumber
mill on what is now the campus of Rollins College. From
his woodlands, this pioneer and his sons cut timber for
scattered settlers. They floated logs through the Lake
Osceola canal to their mill near the present site of Rose
Skillman Hall.
Lumber for the first building in Winter Park, a depot,
and for subsequent buildings, came from this mill, the first
large lumber mill in the area.
It was Moyers who named Lake Virginia, after his home
state, and Lake Sue after his wife, Susan Henkel, my
mother's cousin from New Market, Va.

three story frame building that stood on the present site of
the Hamilton Hotel (Park Plaza Hotel).
My work was to sell advertising for the association's
booklet, to furnish information on Winter Park and to
exhibit and sell members' produce for 15% commission. I
remember selling grapefruit, scarce after the "Great
Freeze of 1894-95", for the high price of 25¢ each and
large pecans from a grove on Lake Sue for 5¢ apiece.
Nearly every day, a Seminole Hotel guest bought $1
worth of pecans and then would sit down and eat them. I
was paid a salary of $20 a month and one-third of the net
earnings.
By the first of April the tourists had left and my job was
over. I had made more than $100.

(From the papers of my father, F. W. Shepherd)
In 1906, when Dr. Miller A Henkel was mayor, I was
elected to serve my first term on the town council. For
nineteen years I served on and off and at times was
president of the council and mayor pro tern.
One night on my way home from a date with Miss
Twitchell, who lived on Interlachen Avenue, I stumbled
over a cow lying across the clay path that served as a
sidewalk. This frightened both the cow and me.
Not long afterwards, an ordinance against cows and
hogs running at large in the town was brought before the
town council. The vote was two for and tws;> against- mine
was the deciding vote. I voted for the ordinance and
thereafter was accused by some people of robbing babies
of their milk.
In January 1901, when I was twenty-one, I was appointed
agent of the Winter Park Horticultural Association. My
office was the corner room of the old Winter Park Hotel, a
56

Winter Park stalwarts break ground for the "Dinky Line", 1887
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February at the exposition grounds which had its entrance
near where the Bob Carr Auditorium now stands. A bunch
of us from Cloverleaf bummed over after classes in the
afternoon. We had a ball visiting all the exhibits and side
shows and trying our skill at the games. After dark some
Rollins boys met us and we finally settled down to playing
bingo. Our group won so many prizes - lamps, teddy
bears, pink elephants (you name it) - and everyone had
his arms full when we started home. We had a wild time
when the bus stopped for us at Livingston Avenue trying
to get on with all the loot. All the way to Winter Park we
sang - practicing the Rollins songs which we "rats" had to
learn. What a relief it must have been for the driver and
other passengers when we finally got back to the "Bumming Corner".
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By Dickie Dickson (Mrs. Guy F.) Colado
THE BUMMING CORNER: Very soon after I arrived at
Rollins College in Sept. 1922, I was introduced to "The
Bumming Corner". It was where S. Park and Fairbanks
Ave. cross and there was nothing on that crossroad except
a bench on the north-west corner. This is where anyone
who wished to go to Orlando sat until some kind soul
came along or the hourly bus stopped to pick you up.
The first day on campus all the girls in Cloverleaf
received a letter from McElroy's Pharmacy inviting us to
come over to their store on S. Orange Ave. (on the east
side between Pine and Church) and enjoy a complimentary hot fudge sundae. Not having yet been introduced to
the technique of bumming rides, we waited on the comer
for the bus. What a ride. The route was out Fairbanks and
along Orange as it goes now but soon after the R.R. track
the paving ended and the road was sand, with deep soft
ruts. We must have gotten stuck five or six times, but were
able to pull out with much rocking back and forth and
spinning of wheels and flying of sand. It was fun for us but
very exasperating for those who had to get to town. Finally
we got so stuck that no amount of rocking or pushing
could budge us and everyone had to get out and walk to
near where Orange Ave. runs into Lake Ivanhoe and the
brick began and another bus met us. The trip was well
worth it for McElroy's made their own ice cream and sauce
and that was and is, to this day, the best "hot fudge
sundae" I have every put in my mouth.
Another trip to Orlando that I shall never forget was to
the "Fair". The Central Florida Fair was held each
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In those days Lake Virginia was very popular with all the
students. I had chosen Rollins because I loved to swim and
couldn't wait to try out the lake, when I arrived in the fall of
1922. Soon after we settled in, several of the girls and I
went down to the Cloverleaf Dock early one morning. No
one had warned us of the alligators and after we had dived
in and swum o ut a ways, we were startled to hear some big
splashes back by the dock and saw several gators swim
away along the shore of the lake. They didn't pay a bit of
attention to us and we continued to swim there ·_ a very
congenial arrangement. But they were large gators and
we respected their territory- never disturbing their home
under the do"ck and always keeping a wary eye.
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Picnics by canoe were the big dating thrill. One I
remember very clearly was when the B. O.M. Club (four
couples - and we swore never to divulge the meaning of
those initials - can you guess?) paddled up to the landing
spot on Snake Run for a Sunday picnic supper. Snake
Run ran north out of Lake Maitland and it was very
overgrown with vines, bushes, trees, as well as cat-tails and
all kinds of water plants. At that time there were very few
water hyacinths as they had just been introduced (by
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mistake) to the Florida waters and were not yet a pest.
Fishing was excellent then and snakes and gators were
plentiful. It was always wise to look where you put your
hands when pulling through an overgrown area of the
runs between the lakes and also to watch out for snakes as
you went under the bridges.
Another picnic I remember was one at the "Family
Tree" o n the east shore of Lake Virginia. This was a
favorite spot fo r canoeists and had been so named
because a group the year before (1921-22) had called
themselves "The Family" and they often picnicked at that
particular spot. The tree still stands on the edge of the lake
and on the edge of the grove on Genius Drive. Mr.
Pfister, an artist, who lived in Winter Park in the 3 0 s,
painted a lovely picture of it- by request - the only trouble
being that he painted th e wrong tree. The reason fo r my
telling about this specific picnic, is because we had
watermelons and another girl whose name I can't remember
and I swam across the lake pushing the m elons before us,
in order to keep them cool. Pretty stupid, huh? Perhaps it
was a pledge assignment, since it was an all-girl party.
A word about some styles in the good old days of the
20s .. I remember distinctly the day the freshm en had to
pick sandspurs in the "Sandspur Bowl", which was what
we called the now beautifully manicured athletic field on
the corner of Park and Fairbanks. Each freshman was
given a bag to fill - over and over again - with sandspurs.
Although the sun was blazing, I was dressed in the latest
fall fashion . It was a burnt-orange jersey - sort of long
tunic, which reached just to my knees and was split up the
sides. SHAME! SHAME! I3ut beneath peeked out a pair of
knickers, which buttoned in a band of tan trim, just below
the knees. This must have been the first of such style seen
in Winter Park, for I well remember how smart I felt, even
while I was miserably warm under the mid-day sun on that
September day of 1923.

At the football formal which in 1925 or 26 was held at
the Woman's Club, I wore a gorgeous Spanish shawl,
wrapped tightly around me as a dress. Having nothing on
underneath to which I could fasten stockings, I wore none,
and that was B.A.D. Mrs. C. Fred Ward and her committee
of chaperons, representing the club, decided that I was
indecently dressed because I had on no hose and asked
me to leave the floor. How exciting this was and most
assuredly- began a new fad on campus. Far from being
embarrassed or cross with Mrs. Ward I was her devoted
admirer ever after.
Baseball was a big thing in the 20 s and Rollins played
host several years to the state high school tournament. In
the spring of '23, I remember there was a big wooden
scoreboard at the NW corn er of Sandspur Bowl and the
score of the fin al game was posted there. The score I have
forgotten, but the high school from Perry was winn er, as
they had been the year before. The two facts that I do
remember were that every boy on the team played in his
bare fe et and all of them were of the same family, either
brothers or cousins.

~

Rollins also hosted the high school water me et. At th at
time Ray Greene was athletic director at the college and
he did a great deal to promote the college in the state by
organizing those high school meets. I think that the first
swimming meet was held on campus in 1922 . At that time
no high schools had swimming pools and all practice and
meets were held in the lakes, so Rollins, being in the
middle of the state, drew all the large schools and many
small ones for this big event - some years as many as 30
teams .. The meet continued to be held in Winter Park for
many years, until the big schools, like St. Pete, Tampa and
Miami built pools and no longer wanted to compete in a
lake. A big drawing card was the presence of Pete
Desjardins, who dove for a school in Miami and became
the Olympic Champion in 1928. His best friend was
Johnny Weissmuller, who came up -with Pete for many
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years. Even after Pete graduated from HS., the two would
come up and put on a comedy act for the crowd. It was
really funny to watch little Pete rescue big Johnny. There
was always a big crowd which spread all over the hillside
by the swimming course. This was where the dining hall
(Rose Skillman Hall) and McKean Hall now stand.
Through the influence of Pete and Johnny, Ray Greene
was able to get the girls olympic swimming team, which
was touring and training in the south, to appear at the
Rollins meet and give an exhibition. This was very exciting
and quite special, to see all the girls who won so many
events for the USA in the '28 olympics.
$2.75

By Larry S. Lynch
Few of today's senior citizens and almost none of the
younger generations know who and what Miss Annie
Russell really was or how Winter Park came to have a
theatre honoring her. As 1982 is the fiftieth anniversary of
the founding of that theatre (and of the Knowles Memorial
Chapel), much will be printed and told about her and the
theatre; but it is believed at least part of what follows is not
"in the records".
Daniel Frohman created the "star" system in the
American theatre and Annie Russell was his first star.
(Maude Adams was his second). Prior to that it was "the
play's the thing" and it sometimes featured a specific
player or players; but under Frohman that was reversed.
Plays - tragedies, comedies, operas - were written especially for the "star" and audiences flocked to see her, in
whatever vehicle, new or old.

Rollins canoeists prepare to brave Lake Virginia rapids
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Following fame on Broadway and on tours with those
and other plays in major cities, Annie Russell formed her
own company and became one of the creative innovators
of stage production. She was one of the first to use the
th~en rather dim electric bulbs for stage lighting and the
first to experiment with colored lights. She tried painting
them, but paint dimmed them too much and burned off;
so she attempted covering them with layers of dyed
cheesecloth, but that led to a fire hazard. Yet it was her
partially successful (and greatly publicized) experimentation which caused the bulb manufacturers to produce
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more powerful bulbs of colored glass. Other notable
innovations also were hers, in costuming, stage-setting
design and construction. Yet her principal fame was as an
actress and producer, from Shakespeare to the then most
modern playwrights. Her companies toured the grand
opera houses and other theatres, not only from coast to
coast, but in England and the Caribbean.
When she finally retired from a professiona] career
which had begun at the age of four on the English stage,
she lived briefly in St. Petersburg, but finding that city not
artistically stimulating, she bought a home on Via Tuscany
in Winter Park. A year or two later, when one of our violent
tropical wind and rain storms struck- she being at home
alone, - dashed out in back to close the slanting outside
doors to her cellar. A gust of wind tore the doors from her
hands and pinned her down helplessly, breaking a leg or
-hip in doing so.
Snug in her own home on Osceola Avenue, poetess
and artist Rose Mills Powers, wife of Realtor Hiram
Powers, suddenly "had a premonition that Annie was in
trouble and needed me". Phone lines down, she braved
the storm to drive across town to Tuscany, found the
victim, called a doctor, and rushed her to a hospital in
Orlando. ESP?
Miss Russell early took an interest in the work of my
wife, Dorothea Thomas Lynch, first director of the Rollins
College Dramatic Arts Department. She atten.ded its plays
and even some classes and rehearsals. The plays were
held on a small stage built at one end of the recreation hall,
the big tin-roofed gymnasium between the "dinky line"
tracks and Lake Virginia. Due to her lastingly crippled leg,
a comfortable chair was always placed for the great
actress. Sitting a row behind on the opposite side of the
aisle was my father-in-law, the Rev. Dr. James B. Thomas,
Rector of All Saints' Church, who also taught a seminar at
the college.
64

Noting Miss Russell's enthusiastic enjoyment of the
play, the next day he broke all faculty rul_e: by. writing
(without administration approval) to Anme s fnend of
many years and benefactor, Mrs. Louise Curtis Bok, of
Curtis Publishing Co. wealth, asking if she might be
interested in making a contribution of twenty-five thousand dollars to start a fund for a theatre in honor of Miss
Russell, at Rollins. Condensing a bit what followed:
Mrs. Bok replied, "No", she would not be interested in
starting such a fund, but that she would give the coll~ge
such a theatre, if Miss Russell felt well enough to be act_ive
in its operation and would be given a free hand. T~us, fif!y
years ago, the Annie Russell Theater was built. Said
Rollins' President Holt of Dr. Thomas' writing to Mrs. Bok,
"feel like the general whose junior officer's insubordination won the battle".
I'm sure many others share my belief that football,
basketball, track, and baseball coach Jack McDowell at
Rollins during the mid l 920s and '30s was not mer~l~ a
very good coach, but an exceptional one. A_s publicity
director for Rollins for a few of the years of his tenure, I
believe I can add two little clues to his greatness: despite all
howls of influential alumni, Jack refused to schedule a
game with any college or university whose coach, he
believed encouraged "dirty" athletics or poor sportmans hip'. He also refused to schedule a game with any
football team he could beat or lose to by forty points. "It's
not good for either team, or for the ticket buyers".
Also, never publicized was the fact Jack was off~red, or
seriously "sounded out" for head football coach Jobs by
two great universities, at several times his salary here.
Reasons for refusal: he and his wife loved Rollins and
Winter Park, and he wouldn't accept any coaching job
unless he could also conduct regular academic courses
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teaching his pet subject, psychology. And he used his
knowledge of P:actical personal psychology on his team
?1embe~s and his students, making his courses tough, but
mterestmg and popular. He was more than 1·ust a "fine
coach".
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By Robert E. Langford
(from a taped interview)

First Rollins Orchestra. Florida Symphony -
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move over.

My father owned the Del Prado, a four hundred room
hotel in Chicago on Lake Michigan. During the depression
when things were very bad up there, he sent my mother
and her mother down here to get them out of the city
because of conditions there. After making the circuit
around Florida they happened on Winter Park by chance
and fell in love with it. I used to come down and hunt and
fish, and eventually spend most of my time here. My father
was told by his doctor to leave Chicago because of his
health, so he and my mother moved down. He saw quite a
future in this area. I felt there was a need for modern
apartments in Winter Park, and built the Langford
Apartments in 1948. Then I bought the Schultz house on
the corner opposite, and the house next to it, and finally
the whole block and decided to put up a small hotel. Then
I had to promote it. Winter Park was not well known. I used
to say that Winter Park was the best kept secret in Florida.
People would say "OK, yes, you live in WinterGarden", or
"you mean Winter Haven". When I ordered the furniture
for the apartments it was delivered to Winter Haven.
PeoRle did not want anyone to know about it and come
here. I had to travel to sell the hotel to people. They would
ask "What do you do after nine o'clock at night?" So I had
to go into the supper club business. I started with
Hildegarde and then attractions like Rudy Vallee, Henny
Youngman and Eddie Peabody. When Castro took over
Cuba many exiles came up. There were fantastic-shows
from San Souci and other places in Havana. I went to
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international conventions and much of our business is
from Europe. Disney World is the catalyst, but Europeans
love Winter Park. They can walk out the door to twenty
restaurants, the city boat tour, the most marvelous collection of Tiffany glass in the world, the Beal Maltbie Shell
Museum, the International Exchange at the Barnett Bank,
and the beauty of central Florida at its best. Many famous
people visit here. Mrs. Franklin Roosevelt came to give a
talk before the Chamber of Commerce. I had the good
fortune to have tea with her in her suite and we had half an
hour's conversation. She ,said "Tell me, what is the
political leaning of the town I'm in here?" I said "You are in
the heart of the most die-hard Republican community in
the country". "Wonderful", she said "wonderful. What do
they like the least? "I could start out with the United
Nations", I replied. "That's what I'll talk about tonight", she
said, and she did.

I want to tell you - seeing her pictures, which never did
her justice, and her movies, and seeing her in person - I
had a complete turnabout in my thoughts about Eleanor
Roosewelt. She was a very powerful woman and a very
fine one. She was very gracious and very smart.
Mamie Eisenhower stayed with us for ten days, four
years qgo, the year before she died. She had a friend in
Winter Park, an army officer's widow she had known in
years past. She loved the hotel. She came with seventeen
Secret Service men. They took over a whole floor. She
had come for two or three days, but she loved Winter Park
and had the men drive her all around. You know, there
was a rumor in the papers that she had an alcohol
problem, but the Secret Service men told me that she had
an inner ear trouble that affected her balance and her
walking.
Three years ago Ronald Reagan and his wife spend their
twenty-fifty wedding anniversary here. I had dinner with
them. I felt so sorry for them. They had Secret Service men
in every corner of the room and standing out in the hall.
The feeling that someone is going to shoot at you is
terrible.

First Seminole Hotel. Opened Jan. 1, 1886, Burned 1902.
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Aloma Golf and Country Club (Now site of Winter Park Memorial
Hospital)
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CANOE R10E?

By Gertrude Hall Royal
I came to Rollins College from Oberlin, Ohio in 1916
and sister Vanetta H. Musselwhite came two months later
as assistant organ and piano teacher.
My father, Fred L Hall, came to visit us that Christmas
holiday and fell in love with Winter Park, a tiny community
of less than eight hundred population. In 1920 or '21 he
bought the Bear property of seven acres which was an old
citrus grove. Osceola Avenue was a dirt road with board
sidewalks, now a four lane state highway.
Father helped shape the town of Winter Park during the
"Florida Boom" years. In 1922 he built the colonial house
which mother designed and which stands today at 664
Osceola Avenue.

My second year at Rollins, I married Thomas E. Royal,
the athletic coach. World War I was declared that year and
"Ev" left college to enter officers training camp at Fort
McPherson, in Georgia, where he was made first lieutenant
in the army. When he had orders to sail for France, he
wired me from camp saying he could spend three days in
Winter Park. After deciding to be married in that short
time, his leave was extended to six days and we were
married March 12, 1918. We had three days honeymoon
at a lovely small hotel in Windermere, Florida.
We were married at All Saints Church, then a small
frame building where the present church stands at Lyman
and Interlachen Avenues. Rollins dismissed the first class
that morning to attend our wedding.
I left Rollins at the end of the spring term and returned
to Oberlin to await my husband's return from overseas
which was in May 1919. My married years of twenty-two
(and very happy ones and two children, Ann and Tom)
were spent in Springfield, Illinois. After my husband's
death in 1940, I came back to Winter Park to be with my
family in this beautiful spot and I have always said "Winter
Park is next door to heaven".

I was the first of my big family to come to Winter Park,
and was followed by parents, sisters and brothers, aunts,
cousins and a host of friends.
Rollins had an enrollment of about one hundred
students. It was a small college and faculty and students
were like a big happy family. After classes, we often went
on canoe rides and occasionally on picnics on the chain of
lakes. Florida then was a fairyland and how we loved to
swim from the Rollins dock. Many times, we chased the
snakes from the piers where they were sunning themselves.
When a girl of Cloverleaf dormitory wanted to go for a
canoe ride with a boy, she had to have a chaperone. What
a change from today!
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Peckham House, Lakes Virginia and Mizell, (taken from old Seminole
Hotel)
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A

LIVING LINK

By Frank W. Chase, Sr.
Here is what I remember hearing about Loring Chase
and the beginning of Winter Park. It was probably in 1881
when my father, Sydney 0. Chase, was working for Mr.
J.E. Ingraham, the President of the South Florida Railroad,
then recently completed from Sanford to Orlando.
At any rate, Dad said that on his way to the post office in
Sanford, someone called him by name. After he had
finished conversing with this now unknown person, a
stranger stopped him to ask if his name was Chase, as that
was his name also, Loring Chase.
It soon developed that they were probably distant
cousins, and Loring Chase told my father that he was in
Florida to develop a high class winter resort for wealthy
northerners, but that he had failed to find a suitable place.
Dad spent several days driving him about Sanford
without success. Having exhausted all of the local prospects, my father found a map that B.R. Swope had given
him of property around Lake Maitland and Lake Osceola.
This turned out to be what Loring Chase had in mind what he and his brother-in-law, Oliver Chapman, together
developed to become Winter Park.
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By Mrs. Ray Greene
The first Seminole Hotel was built on our presentlyowned property on Chase Avenue. It opened in 1886,
having accomodations for 400 guests. The front door was
at the end of New England Avenue. A horse-drawn car
brought guests from the railroad station to the door. It was
a five story building, the largest of the Plant Hotels. It had
steam heat from hard coal and electricity. It cost $150,000
to build, which was quite a sum at that time. They charged
$2.50 a day for board and room with bath and $15.00 a
week for small rooms on the fifth floor. It was the most
gorgeous and fashionable hotel in Florida. U.S. President
Grover Cleveland stayed there on his wedding trip. It was
open only for the winter season. They advertised having a
golf course (where the library is now), bicycling on a
bicycle path around Lake Virginia, horseback riding,
tennis, croquet and bowling and an orchestra every
evening. The population of Winter Park was 500 in 1886.
Edward Sweat bought the hotel in 1901 and had 2300
guests during the first three months. It nad a large
boathouse and boats for guests. Next to it was a large pen
for alligators, which were plentiful then. Unfortunately, it
burned in the fall of 1902. Rollins Archives and the library
have pictures of the hotel and the horsedrawn car about 20 beautiful and expensive photos were printed of
old Winter Park. Sherwood Foley's father, Mr. Foley, took
up an offer of ground directly across the lake and built the
second Seminole Hotel rather than clean up the mess
from the old hotel. When he died, Sherwood became the
Manager.
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Mr. and Mrs. Harley Gibbs built the big house at 242
Chase Ave. My father, William Dean Freeman, liked the
cultural aspects at Rollins better that Palm Beach and
bought the house in December 1919. We moved in3 days
before Christmas and had the Rollins Ohio Club for
Christmas dinner and dancing. Mother invited the Gibbs
in to see us ruin her very special hard pine floors.
Father planted 30 orange, grapefruit and kumquat
trees. He lived to see them bear, but soon afterwards they
began to die as they were planted on the limestone
foundation of the hotel. We can't grow azaleas and
camellias near the old footings and have brought in acid
soil wherever we grow most anything except maiden hair
fern and delphinium. When we put in the sprinkler system
for the addition to the studios, they broke their saw when it
hit the footing of the old hotel. We have dug up an old
typewriter, lots of broken dishes, pottery and hard coal.
Recently a room number tag was found, and the Orlando
Historical Society dug up old bottles and broken china last
winter.

Seminole Hotel Horse Cart

Ray Greene's favorite story was that of a boy from
Oviedo who was very anxious to attend Rollins. His father
didn't have any money, so paid his board and tuition
($200) with sweet potatoes. The meals at the beanery
were especially monotonous that year.
Once Ray went to President George Morgan Ward and
said they needed a football field and could buy all the land
from Rollins to and including where the Junior High
School is now for $10,000. Dr. Ward said, "If we had
$10,000 we could open the college next year, but if we
don't get that we won't need a football field".
In early years (before 1919) Ray was invited to have
dinner with Mr. Comstock, a prominent Rollins Board of
Directors member and benefactor. He started to sit down
and the maid said "Oh no, that place is always set for Mrs.
Comstock". Mrs. Comstock had died sometime before.
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Keeping fit the Ray Greene way (Rollins Gym)
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relinquish their stronghold the story was in that national
magazine, pictures and all.
In the weeks that followed, the trees came down, the
widening of the road was completed and new trees were
planted on both sides of the road as promised. As the
years passed, they grew to offer the same shade and rural
atmosphere that all of us are enjoying today.

By Sarah (Mrs. Joe K.) Galloway
In the early 1950's, the Winter Park City Commissioners decided that the old Winter Park Road - a narrow
country -like tree-lined road connecting the city limits of
Winter Park and Orlando should be widened due to
increasing traffic. This necessitated taking down the
beautiful trees on both sides of the road. These trees were
tall shade trees which met above the road, making Winter
Park Road a favorite drive for local residents and visitors.
The decision was met with an uproar from old time
residents and especially those residents in the vicinity.
One garden club, whose members were composed mainly
of ladies residing in or nearby the area, decided at a called
meeting to start immediate action. They took turns at
shifts under the trees, often taking along a picnic lunch
and sat for several hours at a time, boldly def ending the
stately trees.
Meanwhile the city constantly informed the residents
that every tree would be replaced and assured everyone
that in a very few years the road would look as picturesque
and be all the safer for having been widened. This still did
not appea$e nor deter the irate ladies, and so there they
sat while the bulldozers were beginning to mobilize and
were coming inevitably nearer.
Meanwhile, many concerned husbands pleaded with
absent wives to please give up the fight. By then, TIME
magazine had sent a reporter and a photographer to
Winter Park and by the time the ladies had decided to
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Interlachen Ave. following October 1944 hurricane
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By Paul H. Harris
Date Line 1926 - Winter Park, Florida:
John Harris and family returned to Winter Park from
the Phillipines. As a native Floridian (born in Ocoee) he
chose Winter Park to return to as he had joined the navy
from this township and had grown up here. He was a
contemporary of Leland Chubb, Sr., Carl Galloway, Sr.,
Girard Denning, Ray Trovillion and many others of our
past and present senior citizens.

As children, (Rachel, Flora, John and I) we spent many
happy hours in the park across the street. We would play
on the two "French 75" cannons which were on either side
of the goldfish pool. On occasion we were admonished by
the Chief of Police Overstreet for wading in the pool. We
would often go to Henry's popcorn stand (which was just
south of Dennings' Grocery store next to Gary's) and ask
him for "seeds"; which were the kernels that hadn't
popped. He was a nice guy and would give us handsfull to
break our teeth on.
I guess nostalgia is one of my strong points and I'd like to
say that growing up in Winter Park was GREAT.

I will never forget Carl Galloway and my dad joking
about my dad's saying to Carl Sr.'s proposal about being
partners in forming a telephone company that it would
never 'fly'. Tough luck for the Harris family.
Back to the return of the Harrises. My mother owned a
building on Park Avenue that had apartments above the
ground floor. Her building housed the Baldwin Hardware
store at that time and was located next door to Gary's
Pharmacy (presently this building is Cottrells). We moved
into the upstairs apartment. The apartments across the
hall were occupied by Dr. J.F. Gardner and recent arrivals
to Winter Park, Ray and Margaret Rosenfelt (he was a
teller in the Florida Bank at Winter Park). I never will forget
how upset he seemed to be on Sunday mornings when my
brother John and I would run up and down the halls
screaming, at 7 a.m.
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By Cecilia Chase Lasbury
My father Joshua C. Chase came to Florida in 1884
lived in Sanford until after the freeze of '94-95 after which
he had 9 years in the citrus business in California. When
he married my mother in 1904, they returned to Florida
as the citrus business was just getting back into production'.
Jacks?nville was the terminal thru which freight carloads
of fruit passed on their way to wholesalers in northern
ci_ties .. From his Jacksonville office he did the selling and
diverting of the fruit for much of the state.
It was around 1913 that we acquired an automobile.
The first trip we took over the brick roads and thru curvy
sand trails was to Sanford where my uncle lived and was in
charge of the citrus and other operations of Chase and Co.
At some point on this trip we spent a night at the Seminole
Hotel in Winter Park. I was only a child but I can remember
being impressed by the size of the dining room, the
elegant service, the OLD people and the beauty of the
lake and the spacious ground, with many flowering
shrubs.

father bought a lot on Palmer Avenue on Lake Osceola
where the Schencks live now, next to the Strongs. Much
excitement and time went into the planning of the
Mediteranean style house and the landscaping to enhance
it. Christmas of 1926, I believe, was our first time there. It
was my senior year at college, my 7th year away from the
family. My plan was to go to New York after graduation
and work in a publishing house - every English major's
goal in those days. But no, I had been away so much I was
to come back to Winter Park and get to know the family.
So in the fall of 1927 I came to Winter Park to live. By
that time, the family had established some roots. Dr.
Hamilton Holt had been here just two years. He and
his charming wife, "Zeenie", entertained in their home on
Interlachen Avenue. He was busily upgrading Rollins
college from a simple southern school to a college with a
broad based faculty and an international flavor. Dr. Holt
had been closely associated with President Woodrow
Wilson and the League of Nations. He had all kinds of
contacts and would lure them to Winter Park as honored
guests of the college. Some would stay on to lecture or
teach. Much was done for the adult community as
obviously many were considered sources of the funds
which were essential to the growth of the college.

By 1925, methods of marketing and shipping fruit had
changed. It made more sense for my father's office to be in
central Florida. So, of course, Mother had her wish and my

My father was asked to be a trustee which he gladly
accepted. This brought much interest to all our lives as
mother and Mrs. Holt became close friends. Since Mother
had an adequate staff and liked to entertain, when there
were more parties than Mrs. Holt could handle, she would
ask Mother to entertain special guests. My father met Mrs.
Warren who was also a trustee so one night Mrs. Warren
came to dinner bringing Mr. Cram who was the architect
for the chapel, then just in the planning stage. Mother had
some favorite menus which she and Mary the cook agreed
on. One involved baked squab - the birds having been
raised on our grove. It ended with guava ice cream which
was a beautiful color. Mr. Cram saw the dessert and said
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When we left there, I was sitting next to my mother who
was done up in a duster with a crepe veil tying down her
hat. After a silence she said to my father: "If we ever move
from Jacksonville, the only place in Florida I want to live is
Winter Park".

-

"This is the exact color I want for the outside of the chapel
walls". I believe they still approximate that color. Count
Sforza was another guest. I remember his little Vandyke
beard and gracious manners. Mother always enjoyed top
echelon foreigners so there was a good deal of buzzing
around and flower fixing before that party.
Entertaining was easy when you could call the market
and have the best of everything delivered and when you
had cheerful help. Mother had Mary the cook, her
husband Owen, the chauffeur-butler and a maid who was
laundress, chamber-maid and waitress on occasion. Also
a man called Willard to tend the grounds. Owen had to be
replaced when he became "queer". My father was sure he
was smoking marijuana. My parents never served hard
liquor though they weren't adverse to accepting invitations to cocktail parties when they came in style. However,
they felt that wine made from grapefruit was not sinful.
Willard the yard man said he knew how to make it so when
the fruit was ripe, he would go thru the normal wine
making procedure after which the bottled product would
be put in our attic. According to Willard, it had to be
sampled quite often to see whether it was aging properly.
He was the only one who could get up the attic ladder so
he w~uld retire up there, usually just when mother was
going out. Finally, one day when mother wanted the wine
Willard said that unfortunately much of it had "evapo~
rated". There was no doubt in our minds about where it
had gone and the place looked less than well-groomed.
IN 1927, Winter Park seemed to me remarkably devoid
of young people and I anticipated a season of much
association with my elders. It was shortly after the crash in
the Florida real estate market which always seems to
precede a national crunch. Most of the speculators and
ambitous young men who had come down for the land
boom had returned to their points of origin if they had the
price of a ticket. Eventually, a few cashless stranded ones
tu_rned up. Dr. Holt's daughter, Beatrice, who was living
with her parents and we all did what we could to amuse
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ourselves. My father didn't think this was a good life,
specially if it involved sleeping late in the morning, so one
day he announced that he was taking me to meet a man at
Rollins. The man was Fred Hanna who was then Dr. Holt's
right hand man, in charge of public relations, fund raising
and many other activities. As I had taken a course in
journalism, Fred was persuaded to take me on to help
him. No salary, of course. My job was to interview some of
the distinguished visitors who came to the Seminole, the
Virginia Inn and the Alabama. I was to drive them around
the town and the college and note any complimentary
remarks they made about either the town or the college,
then write an article quoting them to send to their home
town paper or the New York Times if the individual was of
sufficient importance. This proved rather entertaining and
to my delight I got a check for $1.65 from the Times.
One day as I was going up the stairs in Carnegie to
Fred's office with my Schnauzer on a leash, the dog was
accosted by a lanky young man who then entered into a
conversation with me. He was a student at the college, a
left-over from the land-boom whose family had bought
the Comstock place and couldn't leave until they sold the
property. He introduced me to Rollins life. His dassmates
and friends included such people as Red Winderweedle
and Buddy Ebsen. There was a good deal of consternation
among the students at that time, as Dr. Holt had ordered
all the mattresses removed from the college-owned canoes
and given to the Salvation Army.
I remember dancing with Buddy but I can't remember
thinking that he was a remarkable dancer. Maybe he knew
better than t!? try fancy steps with me. The same building
was used for the Sunday afternoon symphony concerts
which Miss Leonard, a friend of my mother's, was trying so
hard to launch. I suppose that was the forerunn-er of the
present Florida Symphony.
The Animated Magazine was a great occasion in those
days, bringing here all kinds of literary lights, who of
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course had to be entertained and interviewed. One
notable who came was John Temple Graves, the editor of
the Atlanta Constitution. He was to lecture at the Congregational Church in the evening. Bea Holt asked me to help
give a dinner party for him at the Holts' home. I don't know
where her parents were, but Bea cooked a delicious
dinner. We had invited our penniless friends, as the guest
of honor was young. Someone produced cocktails from
bootleg liquor and it was a wonderful party, but no one
watched the clock. We arrived at the church a half hour
late, to be greeted by the ominous silence of a suspicious
audience. The speaker was voluble but told us later he
hadn't a clue what he said. Nor did the dinner guests.
In the fall of 1929, Dr. Charles Campbell who was the
Chaplain of the college and the first Dean of Rollins
Chapel, came to Philadelphia to perform the marriage
ceremony for the lanky young man and me. We lived in
Connecticut and raised tobacco and a family so that my
time in Winter Park was brief, though I had an annual visit
as long as my parents were alive.
What excitment to return to this beautiful place! Each
year there would be some changes. I particularly enjoyed
the addition of young couples to the community. The
Gamble Rogers arrived in the 30's and soon built the first
house on the Isle of Sicily, the charming Normandy
farmhouse not quite suited to Florida summers, prior to
A/C. Brad and Ceel Bradley, Eleanor and Sherwood
Foley, Ernest and Frances Kilroe, Rhea and Dorothy
Smith, Buell and Julie Trowbridge, Baron Paul d'Estournelle
and his wife Elizabeth formed the nucleus of the group.
There were picnics and parties and also the Impromptu
Theater Sunday evenings. This was enormous fun and I
guess that Dorothy Smith was the promoter. (She had
come down here with Annie Russell for the theater, met
Rhea and they were promptly married). Some fertile brain
thought up a situation into which all cooperating members
of the group became the cast of characters with the
responsibilty of making up their lines as they went along.
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Dorothy later used this technique at St. Elizabeth's
Hospital in Washington to help veterans readjust to
civilian !ife.
During all this time, my friends were involved with the
development of Winter Park, its welfare agencies, the
cultural organizations and the college but I would just
have fun for a few intense days, while mother supervised
the sun-bathing and feeding of my brood. I returned to
Connecticut, revitalized, to a husband who envied but
didn't begrudge me my days in the sun.
Then came the war which changed all our lives. My
parents died not long after and my trips to Florida were on
business and as brief as possible. When my husband and I
decided to sell our Connecticut home and move to
Florida, he thought of course we would come directly to
Winter Park but I said "no", it wouldn't be the same, I
would spend my time mourning for the past and that
would spoil a memory. So, patiently, he too~ me to see
many popular communities in Florida, many of them truly
charming and beloved by their residents, but to me they
were always lacking something. Whatever it was they were
lacking, it was something Winter Park had. So we came
back and bought a house. Of course, the community has
changed but "le plus sa change, le plus c' est la meme
chose".

New Seminole Hotel
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FLEET

By Fleetwood D. Peeples
(from a taped interview)
I was a counselor at camp in North Carolina in 1922
when Ray Greene came to the camp and asked Major
Raines, the director, whether he had anyone on the staff
who would be interested in coming to Rollins as swimming
coach. I was down at the shore of the lake with some
campers. Major Raines pointed to me and said "There's
your man". When Ray Greene asked me whether I would
come to coach swimming and work my way through
college at the same time, I replied "That's my dream". I
retired from the college in 197 2 but have kept on with my
classes. I teach mostly th e babies now, eighteen months
old and up, and I love them.

I have all the little ones swim off the canoe. I don't want
to take any chance with alligators at the edge, although in
sixty years I have never had any trouble with alligators.
There would be fifteen or twenty around in August, the
worst month, in the early days. In all those years I never
saw a poisonous snake in the lakes either; only in Snake
Run, where Lake Maitland empties into the St. Johns
River.
They say success is doing what you like to do and
happiness is enjoying it while you are doing it. I have loved
every minute of it and I love those little babies. I have
taught twenty thousand people to swim and never two of
them the same way, and never had a serious accident.

Every child who graduates from my classes swims
across Lake Virginia, a quarter of a mile; some swim half a
mile or a mile. Each day every child gets an award, a little
bag of candy or something. When they swim their quarter
mile, they get a knife or an anklet. One day I was
swimming with a two year old girl taking her test,
accompanied by three boats. I saw a ski boat coming at us.
There was only one man in it and he did not see us as he
was watching the skier. I knew the only way to save
ourselves was to go down, so I grabbed the baby and went
down about ten feet as the terrified mother watched. The
boat went right over us, swamping one of the boats with
us. The baby thought it was all part of the game, came up
laughing and finished her test.
°'®Ill@)';>

86

Rollins and Lake Virginia AT.FA (about the time of Fleet's arrival)
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TREE THERE WAs

GoNE WITH THE W1No

By L. Clare James

By Dr. Edwin P. Granberry
(from a taped interview)

Many years ago - oh how time flies
A foursome of golfers, all with local ties
Played the Winter Park Golf Club with Dow George
As its Pro.
Namely, C. James, Hope Strong, G. Cochran and a chap
Known as Joe {his real name was Joe Warmish) and
A mighty man was he, especially off the tee.
Now this is where the tree comes in on the hole
Known as number three.
We all had trouble with that damned old tree,
First one and then another those branches we would
Hit, one member of our foursome, as frustrated as
Could be, wrapped his club around its trunk one day
And swore he'd had enough.
Now, that's not to say that one of us burned that
Old tree down.
But as I pass that spot, on fairway number three,
My heart is filled with sadness, knowing full well
As all have left this earth but me, with memories of
That damned old tree.

Halley's Comet - I remember most vividly. It was in
1910, I remember my mother coming and waking me up
about three o'clock in the morning. She had promised that
the first morning the comet could be seen, she'd wake me
up. She woke me, mother in her gown and robe and me in
my pajamas. We climbed up on a fence and watched the
comet arise over the horizon.
We all use the word 'simplicity', but all really great
people have this fundamental simplicity that Dr. Holt did.
Compassionate, understanding, brilliant. I don't care what
the nuance was, Hamilton Holt got it. . He produced a
perfectly electrifying college. He didn't go out to get a new
professor simply because he had a PhD. He called them
the "Golden Personalities". If they were inspirational, he
hired them. Many of the faculty at that time were retired
professors who had made a tremendous name elsewhere.
Hamilton Holt brought writers here to appear on the
Animated Magazine; not just writers, but painters, musicians, diplomats .. . It was the only entertainment in this
part of Florida at that time, and forty-five hundred people
would attend. It was the climax of Founder's Week. There
would be a dinner Saturday night and the Animated
Magazine on Sunday afternoon .. Sinclair Lewis, Sigrid
Undset, Cordell Hull, Truman, Roosevelt, Maeterlinck,
Prince Otto of Austria, the Lippizaner Stallions of Spain,

Winter Park Country Club Golf Course. Greens required very little
watering, but much raking.
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/ was published. I got a letter from Margaret Mitchell saying
"Your review was the first I have read". She said she had
driven out to the hills to hide from the publicity. We invited
her to come and hide with us in the summer in our big
house. When we met her train we saw nobody get off, but
after it pulled out there was a little person by my elbow.
She weighed ninety-five pounds. She was the most
delightful creature, the finest conversationalist I have ever
known. She was funny, just full of funny tales. She wore
dark glasses on the street (as Beatrice Lillie did) thinking
no one would recognize her. She liked Mae West best of
all actresses. She was prescient. An illustration of this is
shown in my last contact with her. I had autographed and
sent to her three novels of mine. She autographed them
herself and sent them back to me. Within six weeks she
was dead, killed in an automobile accident. Her brother
Stephen Mitchell wrote to me that he was sure she knew of
her impending death.

Animated magazine at Rollins.
-{$ : , ) ~ ~

Greer Garson, Mary Pickford, Louise Homer, Jim Cagney,
John Marquand, Thornton Wilder. I was chairman and
Cagney, Marquand, and Wilder became my good friends.

Sinclair Lewis would visit us. He would finish a novel
and then go on a drunk. Even so, it was a privilege to have
him. Once he was to speak at the Annie Russell Theatre at
1:30 P.M. He had just finished "An Artist in the Family".
We got some of the students to watch him, but even so he
got drunk. He gave a fantastic speech for twenty-five
minutes and then went off stage and collapsed drunk
again.

Margaret Mitchell was never on the magazine, but she
was a good friend also. I reviewed books for the New York
Sun and they sent Gone With The Wind to me for review. I
got the manuscript on Friday afternoon. It was too big to
read so I put it aside. Finally I started to read it. I cut classes
for two weeks. I mean this almost literally. I had never
heard of this person. I sent the paper a wire: "How much
space can I have for this blockbuster I've got here?" "Take
all the space you want" was the answer. I read most of it to
my creative writing classes. "Hold up the review", I was
told; the book had been chosen by the Book of the Month
Club. We were in Blowing Rock when my glowing review

Hugh McKean as President of Rollins had much of
Holt's charm .. It was a time of trouble for small colleges,
but Rollins flourished under him. Many new buildings
were built. He was popular with the students and faculty.
Once, in a parade, he rode an elephant down Park
Avenue; he could be puckish with dignity.
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NEXT T1ME THEY'LL TAKE
THE HoRsE

AND BuGGY.

By Jean Shannon
This incident happened many years ago when Winter
Park was a sleepy little town and there was always time to
take a leisurely walk and stop to talk to friends, or perhaps
get in a rowboat, and maybe add a rod and reel, or a picnic
lunch and spend several enjoyable hours.
Mr. and Mrs. Dale lived on the Comstock estate, and
were Mr. Comstock's caretakers. They were also "pillars"
of the Congregational Church. One beautiful spring
morning they decided to row across Lake Osceola instead
of taking their horse and buggy to get to church. They
would tie-up the boat at the foot of the Boulevard, and
walk over to the church. This particular day, they had
plenty of time and it was such a lovely morning that about
the middle of the lake Mr. Dale rested the oars on the side
of the boat, and they sat still, just drinking in the beauty all
around them.
All of a sudden there was a scraping sound across the
bottom of the boat, and the boat began to rise very slowly
until it was almost out of the water. They knew immediately
what was happening, and sat rigidly hanging on to the
sides and looking very pale, as they expected any minute
to be flipped into the water! After a few seconds, which
must have seemed like hours, the boat slowly settled back
down as a very large alligator must have decided he didn't
want to keep that heavy thing on his back any longer!
. ,,- -
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Winter Park citizen catches ride down Park Ave.
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DARING

y OUNG MEN IN

By Dan Strong

Osceola Ave at Canal. Fishing from bridge permitted.

The summer of 1946 was a kind of gap summer for
many WW II veterans who were discharged during the
spring of that year, and who didn't have definite plans for
their immediate futures. Some were to wait until fall to
resume or commence their college educations. Others
didn't have an immediate job lined up. So generally, most
of the summer was spent in various recreational activities
involving girls, beer, cars, swimming and other Florida
summertime action.
In those months, the returned veteran was welcome in
Winter Park, and there were few general restrictions on
recreational activity. Some enterprising veterans discovered
that among many other things, flying lessons were available
on the GI Bill of Rights, though at a much higher use rate
of entitlement time than school. Several of the "good old
boys" promptly signed up, and obtained their private pilot
licenses on the grass runways of the old Cannon-Mills
airport just east of what is now Herndon airport, in
Orlando. They were hot pilots, indeed, having soloed in
very small Aeronca trainers, with stick and rudder. However, after having obtained their private pilot licenses,
those who didn't choose to go on to commercial ratings
found that, in order to fly, one had to rent a plane, instead
of being furnished one by the GI bill, free of cash cost.

Boating on Lake Osceola Circa 1886.
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Among the sources of rental airplanes was an outfit
called the Orlando Aviation Country Club, which had a
Piper Cub and two Luscombe seaplanes for rent on the
east shore of Lake Killarney. Added attractions of this
Country Club were equipment for the then-new sport of
water skiing, and plenty of cold beer, all at reasonable
prices. Two of the new intrepid aviators from the CannonMills school soon decided that the only thing to do was to
obtain a seaplane rating to go with their new landplane
rating, so Robert Lee Bishop and this writer, signed up.
There followed some brief dual instruction in seaplane
handling, a couple of hours of solo time, a check ride, andpresto-these two were seaplane pilots, though only on a
rental basis.

Country Club, maybe dates, and a few tries at the new
water-skiing. They were even pulling some of the skiers
with the little planes, though it can't be recalled that either
Bob or I tried that.
Ordinances have long since been passed, for some
reason, forbidding floatplane flying on Winter Park lakes.
In the summer of 1946, though, those little planes didn't
make as much noise as motorboats do now. They only
had 65 HP and were very quiet, and we thought we were
giving the few people who saw us flying around and
shooting landings quite a show. Even if that were not true,
we surely enjoyed it, and more so now, in retrospect, as
this activity is a thing of the past, and unlikely to be .
repeated on the lakes of Winter Park.

There followed throughout the summer as much rental
floatplane flying hours as they could afford. It was quickly
established that the most fun was in shooting touch and go
landings on the many lakes in Winter Park, and very low
level flying from one lake to another. This was not
hazardous to anyone on the ground as at that time there
were very few houses where houses are now, wall-to-wall.
For instance, from Pennsylvania Avenue to Lake Chelton
there were no more than five houses. Around Lake Sue on
the east side there were only two or three houses, and the
whole Forest Hills subdivision contained only about a
dozen homes.
Thus, a pilot lifting off of Lake Maitland could hop over
the trees along the canal to Lake Osceola, plop down and
skip along to the next canal and then fly over the trees to
Lake Virginia, stop briefly at the Rollins docks to observe
the sunbathing situation, and then hop over to Lake Sue,
never attaining an altitude of over 50 feet or so, and do all
this without ever flying over anyone on the ground. Thus,
all the hours that we could afford in these little planes was
spent doing just that. Follow-the-leader from lake to lake,
play· hero (hopefully) for the Rollins coeds and generally
have a ball with the little seaplanes. When time (money)
ran out, there was plenty of cold beer back at the Aviation
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By Robert D. Cowart

Dinky Station 1890. Orlando-Winter Park Railway Depot. Ollie Ave.

One of Winter Park's most noted landmarks for 62
years is the Rollins Press which was located on Park
Avenue until 1969. The presses first started to roll in 191 7
at the Hamilton Hotel in the space now occupied by
Leedy's. It was started by three Rollins College students
who needed a publishing house to produce their creative
writings. Over the years the necessity for larger quarters
took the Rollins Press to two other locations on the
Avenue. From the Hamilton Hotel to what is now Harrigans.
From Harrigans to the Yum Yum Shop until 1969, and
then to the location on Canton and New York Avenue.
Many pleasant years were spent at these locations, but
once more the need for space forced still another move.
The Rollins Press is presently located at 1624 Forsyth
Road, Orlando, Fl., in its new and modern building with
room for expansion.

Commuter's Special Dinky Station, 1890
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The Rollins Press over the years not only afforded me
and my family a very good livelihood but also many
cherished and close friends. These friendships at times
brought many surprises. Like the Birthday Greeting that
was sent to me in 1969, and seems to have made local
history. The following account of this Birthday Greeting
was written in the Sentinel Star and is as follows:
"I arrived home in the afternoon to find a jumbo
surprise in the center of my lawn. There was a giant pink
elephant and a mummy, with a sign that read, "I'm really
not here! Only Robert Cowart can see me." The elephant
was pink and brown and stood 5½ feet high and was 6 feet
long. The beast was a birthday gift from Charlie Atkins,
Cullen Newman, another friend handled the creation of
the pachyderm. The surprise of the elephant and mummy
was a tit-for-tat sort of thing.

It went back to the previous year when I gave Charlie a
lifesized mummy, it was shrivelled up, had sunken eyes
and a hollowed out stomach. Charlie was on a crash diet at
the time and it seemed to fit the occasion. I found the
mummy in the dumpster that was in the alley behind the
Rollins Press, (when it occupied the building on Park
Avenue where the Yum Yum Shop is now) and never
dreamed of the mummy's history.
One of my neighbors, Mrs. James P. Lyden saw the
dummy and recognized it as one she had known. Mrs.
Lyden was chairman of the Junior League's Haunted
House in 1968. All sorts of props and decorations were
borrowed to decorate the house. The mummy was
borrowed from Jordan Marsh and a $150.00 deposit left
to assure its safe return.
Well, the mummy was stolen from the haunted house
and ended up discarded in the dumpster where I found it.
The mummy was returned to the ladies of the League
which promptly returned it to Jordan Marsh so they could
claim their deposit.

Robert Cowart, elephant and mummy.
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Ray A Trovillion

Chase Avenue. Named for Loring A Chase, who came
to the area in 1881. He rode in a carriage along the shores
of Virginia Lake, Osceola (then called Lake Mayo) and
Lake Maitland. He was delighted with what he saw. He
and friend Oliver Chapman bought 600 acres of homesteaded land for $13,000 on 4 July 1881.

In 196 7 Felix Cowart (seated) and Robert D. Cowart of Rollins Press start
work on material for Rollins Press' 50th year Anniversary.

But that's not the end of the elephant. After my children
were tired of playing with it, I gave it to the Women's
Auxiliary of the Winter Park Hospital for their annual
White Elephant sale.
But the story doesn't end there. A friend of Jeanne
Rodriquez asked her if she was still collecting elephants
she replied yes and he promised to bring her one. In her
absence he made the delivery. When she came home she
found the elephant on her lawn. I did hear that the
elephant made it to a few Republican fund raisers but after
that I lost contact. I have to admit one pink elephant with
long eyelashes is all I ever want to see.
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Chapman Avenue. Named for Winter Park's co-founder.
Only one small section remains, since the old elementary
school took up the north end and Rollins' Sandspur Field
took up the south end. In 1885 Chapman sold his interest
to Chase for $40,000 and the Winter Park Company was
to carry on the land development of Winter Park.
Swoope Avenue. Named for Major Bolling R. Swoope.
His land patent was signed by President Rutherford B.
Hayes Nov. 20, 1878.
Morse Boulevard. Named for Charles Hosmer Morse,
distinguished Winter Park citizen, who was born in St.
Johnsbury, Vermont, 1883. He was the president of the
manufacturing firm, Fairbanks-Morse & Co. Mr. Morse
and his friend Franklin Fairbanks came to Winter Park in
1881, and each bought lots on Interlachen Avenue. In
1905, Morse bought all the land holdings of the Winter
Park Co. for a nominal sum and changed the name to the
Winter Park Land Co. Our own Jeannette Genius McKean
is his granddaughter. Mr. Morse meant much to the future
growth of Winter Park. He was Winter Park's greatest
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benefactor after 1900, and his gifts were many, which I
have enumerated in previous articles.

Fairbanks Avenue. Named for Franklin Fairbanks who
'
came in 1881 with his friend and business partner,
Charles Morse.
Genius Drive. Named for Elizabeth Morse Genius (Mrs.
Richard Genius) mother of Jeannette Genius McKean.
Mizell Avenue. Named for Winter Park's earliest settler
on the east side of what is now Lake Mizell, David Mizell.
His son was Judge John R. Mizell who was the grandfather
of our Francis Harper.
Comstock Avenue. Named for William C. Comstock,
another of the city's benefactors. He and his wife owned a
home at Eastbank, on the east end of Lake Osceola
having bought the property in the 1870's when the area'
was called Lakeview, later Osceola. Mr. Comstock was
former President of the Chicago Board of Trade and
served as a trustee of Rollins College. He and Mrs.
Comstock were substantial donors to the establishment of
the original Winter Park Library.
Dale Avenue. Named for Phillip Dale, who was supervisor
of Comstock's Eastbank land holdings. He served several
terms as alderman on the city council.
Phelps Avenue. Named for Wilson and Margaret Phelps,
who settled in Lakeview, now east Winter Park, in 1874.
When he viewed the lakes from the east bank of Lake
Osceola, he exclaimed to his son, " Here is the spot I have
been looking for and here, if anywhere, must be my future
home." He bought and sold a great deal of Orange County
land. One of these sales was to Mr. and Mrs. Comstock.

buildings at Rollins and for many other good causes,
including Knowles Hall (which burned in 1909) and the
Knowles Public School Building, which stood where
Jacobson's is now. Later, his daughter gave the beautiful
Knowles Chapel at Rollins.

Capen Avenue. Named for James S. Capen, who was
secretary to F. B. Knowles in the Winter Park Co. Mr.
Knowles and associates had bought out the land holdings
of Loring A Chase for the sum of $258,625.95 on 15
April, 1885. We can see that Mr. Chase made a nice profit
on his 4-year investment. After the disastrous freeze of
1895, Mr. Capen returned to Detroit, and came again to
Winter Park after his retirement in 1925. Orange County
lost over 6,000 residents after the Big Freeze. It took
nearly 20 years to gain back this loss.
Lyman Avenue. Named for F. W. Lyman, born in
Plymouth, Conn. He moved to Winter Park in 1882, was
president of the Winter Park Co., served as a Rollins
trustee, and was active in the building of the first four
buildings at Rollins. Lyman gymnasium, his gift, was
named for him. The writer watched many basketball
games there and played in the local orchestra for dances
and social events held there. It burned in 197 4.
Welbourne Avenue. Named for Judge J. F. Welbourne,
who came to Winter Park in 1882. He and his wife built
their new home facing Interlachen Ave., with the rear of
the lot on Lake Osceola. Judge Welbourne was in the
Land Co., and later helped get Rollins College located at
Winter Park. In 1910, W. J. Waddell bought and moved
the large residence to a corner lot just north of the
Congregational Church.

Knowles Avenue. Named for Francis Bangs Knowles, a
wealthy manufacturer from Worcester, Mass., and one of
Winter Park's great benefactors. He gave funds for the first

Temple Drive. Named for William C. Temple, who was
twice mayor of Winter Park. He had been part owner of
the Pittsburgh Pirates and gave the Temple Cup in
baseball before the World Series began. In 1904, he
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brought the famous Rube Waddell, pitcher, and Schrek to
play for Rollins. He helped identify a newly-discovered
orange on a neighbor's grove, which was named the
Temple orange.
·

Denning Drive. Named for Girard Denning, who had
been our youngest mayor, was native born, and had been
our postmaster twice. He also lived on this street. The
street was originally named Maitland Ave., because it was
the main route to Maitland, at one time, so when the City
of Winter Park let it be known that the name was to be
changed, the Half-Century Club, at its annual get-together,
voted unanimously to recommend the name Denning
Drive.
Streets Named for Various Mayors. Cady Way, Treat
Way, Coleman Way, Henkel Circle, Schultz Avenue,
Barnum Avenue, Shepherd Avenue, Greene Avenue,
Ward Avenue.
Brewer Avenue. Named for E. H. Brewer, who was a
pioneer carriage maker from Cortland, N. Y. His home,
grove and hammock were first owned by A W. Rollins,
whose gift of $50,000 was the main factor in Rollins
College's establishment in Winter Park. Mr. Brewer served
as a Rollins trustee. His home located on the southeast
shore of Lake Osceola was the scene of Founder's Day for
many years.
Holt Avenue. Re-named for Dr. Hamilton Holt, who
came as President of Rollins in 1925, and served for 25
fruitful years. His opening remarks were "The thing that
makes a college great is the quality of those who teach and
those that are taught." The college and town have grown
in greatness because of Dr. Hamilton Holt.

named the street east of the third hole Keyes (Kize)
Avenue.

Palmer Avenue. Named for Gen. John B. Palmer. In
1879, Frances M. Palmer and her son Edmund K., of
Columbia, S.C., bought 80 acres from homesteader
Thomas J. Mathers. Later, Mrs. Palmer and her husband,
Gen. Palmer moved to Winter Park and built "a costly and
handsome residence" on the property. The Palmers were
prominent in the social !if e of the community and Gen.
Palmer was among those directly responsible for the
building of the depot for the South Florida R.R. In 1900,
the Palmers sold the property and house to Carrie Wood
Temple, wife of William C. Temple, who in 1914 subdivided
it into the Alabama Property.
Stovin Avenue. Named for Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Stovin,
pioneers who came in 1874 and bought land from the
homesteader on the southeast shore of Lake Maitland for
$500. In 1907, Mrs. Stovin (widow) sold her grove to
Robert Dhu MacDonald and his wife, who later subdivided
the land.
Jo-Al-Ca Avenue. Named for the sons of Carl H.
Galloway. During the 1925 "boom" days, Carl Galloway
bought the W. J. Waddell home and grove on Lake
Osceola and fronting on Aloma Ave. He subdivided the
east half of the property and placed a street down the
center, which he named after his three sons, Joe, Allison,
and Carl.

Keyes Avenue. Named for Thomas Keyes. He and his
wife, Martha Morse Keyes were from Newbury, Vermont.
Mrs. Keyes was a sister of Charles H. Morse, owner of
Winter Park Land Co. They built the golf course and
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A An artist's view of old Winter Park
in 1888. Prominent landmarks
include Winter Park Company's
Seminole Hotel on Lake Osceola;
the Congregational Church
directly west of the hotel; the
South Florida Railroad, with
Winter Park station at the center of
the bend; Rollins College on Lake
Virginia; and the Orland<r-Winter
Park Railroad, better known as the
Dinky Line, traversing the shore of
Lake Virginia.

"The Boulevard" looking east (Later renamed Morse Blvd.)

B Winter Park in 1885. In the
foreground is Ergood's store
where, on the second floor in
White's Hall, Rollins held classes
during the first term.

Winter Park in almost all its glory.

Rollins students relaxing after exams
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Seminole Hotel Guests "taking the waters", Lake Osceola

Johnson's Barber Shop (across from Colony)
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